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The Tragicall Hiftorie of 



Prince of Denmarke 



. ca(fy & 

Enter two Cent 'meh. yf^rrtlinJic - 

1. C*Tand : who is that? 

2. ijTisI. 

j . O you come mod carefully vpon your watch, 

2, And if you meete Marcellas and Horatio , 

The partners of my watch, bid them make 1 
I. I will : See who goes there. 

Enter Horatio 
Hor. Friends to this ground. 

Mar. And leegemcn to the Dane, 

O farewell honed fouldier, who hath 

1. Barnardo hath ray place, giueyou good 
Mar. Holla, Barnardo. 

2. Say, is Horatio there? 

Hor. Apeeceofhim. 

2. Welcome Horatio , welcome good Marcellas, 

Mar. , What hath this thing appear’d againc to night. 
2. lhauefeene nothing. 4^$** 

Mar. Horatio fayes tis but ourfantafie, 

And wil not let beliefetake hold of him, 

Touching thisdreaded fight twice feene bfSftf* 

*' > B Th< 



TbeTr, agedie of Hamlet 

Therefore I haue intreated him a long with vs 
To watch the minutes of this night, ° 

That ifagaine this apparition come, 

He may approouc our eyes, and fpeake to it. 

Hor. Tut, twill not appeare. 

2 . Sit downe I pray, and let vs once againe 
Aflaile your eare s that are fo fortified, 

"What we haue two nights feene. 

Her. Wcl.fit we downe,and let vs hear c'Bernardo fp ea ke 
of this. • 

2. Laft night of al, when yonder ftarre that’s well- 

ward from the pole, had made his courfc to 
Illumine that part of heauen. Where now it burnes, 

The bell theatowling one.* 

' , Enter (jkojl. 

Mar Brealce off your talke, feewhereit comcsaeaine 

2. In the fame figure like the King that’s dead. 

Mar. T hou art a fcholler, fpeake to it Horatio. 

1 . Lookes it not like the king? 

Hor. Moll like, it h orrors m ee with fearcand wonder. 

2. ItwouldbetpoTcetoI 
Mar. QueftionitHffnrtw. 

Hor. What art thou that thusvfurp* the ftatc/m 
Which thcMaieftie of buried ©«Mwr£#didforoctimes 
Walkc? By heauen I charge thee fpeake. 

Mar. It.is offended. exit Gkofl. 

2. See, it flalkes away. 

Her. Stay , fpeake , fpeake, by heauen I charge thee 

Il)6<UCCt 

Mar. Tis gone and makes no anfwer. 

2. How now Hera/io r yoa tTaalAe and looke pale, 

Is not this fomething more than fantafie ? 

Whatthinke you on’t? 

H° r ‘ Afore my God, l might not this bcleeue, without 
the lcnlible and true auouch of mv ownecycs. 

<JMar. 



T 



Prince of Denmarke. 

CWar. Is i t not like the King? 

Hor. A s thou art to thy felfe. 

Such was the very armor he had on. 

When he the ambitious Norway combated. 

So frownd he once, when in an angry parle 
Hefmot the fleade d pollax on the yce, 

Tis flrange. 

tMar. Thus twice before, and iump at this dead bower. 
With Marfhall flalke he paffed through our watch. 

Hor. In what particular to worke, I know not, 

But in the thought and fcopeofmy opinion. 

This bodes fome flrange eruption to the ftate. 

c Mar. Good, now fit downe, and tell me he that knowes 
Why this fame flriktand mod obferuant watch, 

So nightly toyles thefubiert of the land. 

And why fuch dayly coft of brazen Cannon 
And forraine marte, for implements of warre, 

Why fu ch impreffc of fliip- writes, whofe fore taske 
Does not diuide the funday from the weeke: 

What might be toward that this fweaty march 
Doth make the night ioynt labourer with the day. 

Who is’t that can informc me? 

Hor . Mary that Can I, at leafl the-whifper goes fo. 

Our late King, who as you know was by Fortcn- 
Braffc of Norway, 

Thereto prickt on by a moft emulous caufe, dared to 
The combate, in which our valiant Hamlet, 

For fo this fide of our knowne world cftecraed him, 

Did flay this Fortenbrafle, 

Who by a fcalc compart well ratified, by law 
And heraldrie, did forfeit with his life all thofe 
His lands which he ftoode Grazed of by the conqueror 
Againfl the which a moity competent, 

Was gaged by our King: 

Now fir, yong Fortenbrafle, 

Ofinapproued mettle hot and full, 

B 2 Hath 
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TheT ragedy of H amlet 

Hathin the skirts of Norway here and there, 

Sharktvp a fight of IawleUe Refoliites 
For food and diet to fome enterprife, ^ 

That hath a (fomsckc in’t : and this (I take it)'i* the 
Chicfe head and ground ofthisour watch. 

Enter theGhofl. 

But loe.bchold, fee where it comes againe, 

Be crofle it, though it blafl me : day illufion, 

If there be any good thing to be done, 

T hat may doc eafe to thee, and grace to mee, 
Speaketomce. 

If thou art priuy to thy countries fate, 

Which happly foreknowing may preuent, O fpeake to me, 
Or if thou haft extorted in thy We, 
x Orhcordedtreafurein the wombeofearth, > 

For which theyfay you Spiritcs oft walkc in death, fpeake 
to me, flay and fpeake, fpeake, ftoppe it Marcellas. 

1. Tishcere. exit Ghafi. 

H or. Tishcere. « 

Marc. Tis gone, O we doe it wrong, being fo maiefti* 
call, to offer it the fhew ofviolence, 

Foritisas theayreinvelmorable, ,' .'i ■ ■■•■ ..! 

And our vaine blowcs malitious mockery. 

2. It was about to fpeake when the Cocke crew. 

H or. And then it faded like a guilty thing, 
Vponafearefullfummonsrlhkiehearcl , ; • 

The Cocke, that is'the trumpet to the morning, < - ’ 

'Doth with his earely and fhrill crowing throatc, 1 ' ! !f 
Awake the god of day, and at hisfbund. 

Whether in earth orayre, in fea or fire. 

The flrauagant and erririgfpirite hies 'bib 3 h!> ! rtlf"^ 

T o his confines, and of the trueth hcercof im ! v. ) 

This prefent obiett made probation. 

Marc. 1 1 faded on the crowing of the Cocke, 

Some fay, that euer gain If that feafon comes. 

Wherein our Sauiours birth isicelebrateck n ‘ . 

The 



Vrmce of Demnarke. ^ 

The bird of dawning fingeth all night long, 

A nd then they fay, no fpmte dare w'alkc abroade, 

The nightsare wholefome.then no planet fnkes. 

No Fairie takes, 'nor Witch hath po wre to charme, « 

So gratious.and fo hallowed is that time. 

Hor. So haue I heard, and doe in parte beleeucit:. 
But fee the Suntne in ruffet mantle clad, 

Walkes ore the deaw of yon hie mountainc top, 

Breake we our watch vp, and by my aduife, 

Let vs impart what wee haue feene-to flight 
Vnto yong Hamlet : for vpon my life 
This Spirite dumbe to vs will fpeake to him: 

Do you conferit.wec fhall acquaint him with it, 
Asneedefull inourlouc, fitting our duerie? 

fJMarc. Let; doo’t I pray, and I this morning know, 
Where wefhahnnde him molt conueniently.. 

t: 

Enter King, g£ueene, Hamlet, Leaner, Corambis, 
and the two Ambajfadors, with Attendants . 
.taiiidaott) b'tfiW uo rhfv? Jx:rmof!)3|oT I1 jk t 

King Lordes,we hcre haue writ to Fwteribrajfe, 
Nephew tooldeiV^^y, whoimpudent If: 

And bcd*rid, fcarcely heares of this hi$ 

Nephews purpofe ; and Weeheeredifpatch 
Yong good Cornelia, and you Volteniar 
For bearers of thefer greetings to olde h •’ • 

N> reway, giuing to you nofurtherperfbnall power 
1 To bufinefTe with the King, 

Then thofi related articles do fhew: : 

Farewell, and let your hade commend your dutie. 

(jent. I n this and all things will wee fhew Our du tie. 
King. Wee doubt nothing;hartily farewels 
And now Leartes, what’s thetiews with you? 

Youfaid you had a (u te what i’flf Leartes t 

Lea. My gratious Lord, your fauorable licence, 

Now that the fitnerall rites are ail performed, 
wa B s 



TbcT rage die of Hamlet 

I may hauc lcaue to go againc to France, 

For though the fauour of your grace might flay mee, 

Yet fomething is there whifpersin my hart, 

Which makes my minde and fpirits bend all for France. 

King i Haue you your fathers leau e, Leanest 
1 C or. He hath, my lord,wrung from me a forced graunt, 
And 1 befeech you grant your Highncfte lcaue. 

Ktug With all our heart, Ltartes fare thee well* 

Lear. I in all loue and dutie take my lcaue. 

King. And now princely Sonne Hamlet, Exit. 

What mcanes thefe fad and melancholy moodet? 

For your intent going to Wittenberg, 

Wee hold it moft vnmcct and vneonuenient, 

Being the Ioy and halfe heart of your mother. 

Therefore let mee intreat you ftay in Court, ‘ ; 

All r Denmarkes hope our coofin and dcareft Sonne 
Ham . My lord, ti’s not the fable fute I wearc: 

No nor the teares that ftill {land in my eyes. 

Nor the diftrafted hauiour in thevifage, 

Nor all together mixt with outward femblance, 

Is equall to the forrow of my heart, 

Him hauc I loft I muft offeree forgoje, 

Thefe but the ornaments arid futes oFwoc. si 

King This fhewes a louing care in you, Sonne Hamlet, 
But you muft thinke your father loft a father, 

That father dead, loft his, and fo fhalbe vntill the 
Generali ending, Therefore ceafe laments, 

It is a fault gainft heauen, fault gainft the dead, 

A fault gainft nature, and in reafons 
Common courfc moft certain?, 

^ None .lines on earth, but hce is borne to die. 

J£tte. Let not tby mother loofe her praiers Hdtnlet , 
Stay here with to Wittenberg. ' ^ 

Ham. I (hall in alt my beft obay you madam, v 
King Spoke like a kinde and a moft lou'tng Sonne, 
And there’s no health the King fhall drinke today, 



Prince of Denmark#. 

But the great Canon to theclowdcs fhall tell 
The rowfc the King fhall drinke vnto Prince Hamlet. 
Exeunt all bnrHamlet. 

Ham. O that this too much grieu’d and Tallied flcfli 
Would melt to nothing, 'or that thevniuerfalf 
Globe of heauen would turne al to a Chaos ! 

O God, within twomonch^oo not two : married, 

Mine vndc : O let me not thinke of if. 

My fathers brother: but no more like r .• 

My father, then I to Hercules. 

Within two months, ere yet the fait of moft 
Vnrighteous teates had left their flufhmg 
In her galled eyes : (he married, O God, a beaft 
Deu oyd of reafon would not haue made 
Such fpeede: Frailtic, thy name is Woman, 

Why flic would hang on him, as if increafc 
Of appetite had grownc by what it looked on. 

Owicked wicked fpeede , to make fucfiT 
Dcxteritieto inceftuous fheetes. 

Ere yet the fhooes were olde, 

The which fhe followed my dead fathers crirfe \. . 

Like Nyobe, all teares : married, well k is not. 

Nor it cannot come to good: 

But breakemy heart, for j muft: holde my tongue. 

Enter Horatio and Marcellas. 

Hor. Health to your Lordfhip. 

Ham. I am very glad to fee you, ( Horatio ) or I muck 
forget my felfe. 

Hor. The fame my Lord jndyour poore feruant euer. 
Ham. O my good friend, I change that name wkh you: 
but what make you from Wtttenbera Horatio ? 

C Marcellas . 

Ware. My good Lord. 

Ham I am very glad to feeyou, good cuen firs; 

But what is your affaire in Elfenouref 
ede teach you to drinke deepe crcyou depart 
Hor. 



B ] 















,1603 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.34.k.l) OCt&VO 



me 



X 



\ 



T he Tragedy of Hamlet 

Hor. Atrowantdirpofition,my good Lord; ; > ' l 
Ham. Nor fhall you make mcctruftct . iiv. ^ 
Ofyour ownc report againft your fclfe: 

Sir, I know you are notrn warit: > • h 3- !; ( ) .‘a-X 

But whatisyouralFaireinf^wow-e/'' ; : r t i : n« L; , ; 

Hor. My good Lord, I came to fee your fathers funeral!. 
Ham. G 1 pre thee do notmoicke rnec fellow ftudient, 
Ithinkeit was to fee my mother^ wedding. 

Hor. IndeedemyLord,it followed hard vpon. ! 
Ham. Thrift, thrift, Horatio, thcfunerall bak’t ttteates 
Did coldly furntfh forth the marriage tables, 

Would I had met my decreft foe in heauen ! 

Ere euer 1 had fecne thatTday" Horatio *, 

0 my father, my father, me thinks 1 fee my father. 

Hor. Where my Lord? 

Ham. Wby,m my mindes eye Horatio. 

Hor. X faw him once, he was a gallant King. ! r 
Ham. He was armn, take him for all in all, 

1 fliall not looke vpon his likeagaine. 

Hor. My Lo'rd,I thinke 1 faw him yefternight, 
f£w».'Saw,who? 

Hor. My Lord, the King your father. . i 

Ham. Ha, ha, the King my father kcyoiw ' 

Hor. Ceafcn your admiration for a while 
With an attentiu e care, till I may deliuer, 

Vpon the witneffe of thefc Gentlemen 
This wonder to you. 

Ham. For Godsloueletmeheareit. 

Hor. T wo nights together had thefe Gentletnefl> 

C Marcella* and Bernardo, on their watch. 

In thedead vaft and middle of the night. 

Beene thvis incountered by a figure hkeyour father, 
Armed to poynt, exactly Capapea 
Appeeres.before them thrife, he walkes 
Before their weake and feare opprefled cies 
Within his ttonc hions length, 



frlnce of Denmark 

While they difiilled almoft to gclly. 

With the aft ol feare ftandsdumbe, 

Andfpeakc notto him: this to mee 
In dreadfull fecrefie impart they did. 

And I with them the third night kept the watch. 

Where as they had deliuered forme of the thing. 

Each part made trueand good, 

The Apparition comes : I knew your father, 

Thefe b ancles are not more like. 

Ham. Tis very ftrangc. 

Hor. As I do liuc,my honord lord, tis true. 

And wee did thinke it right done. 

In our dutie to let you know it. 

Ham. Where was this? 

c Mar. My Lord, vpon the platfbrme where we watched. 
Ham. Did you notfpeake to it? 

Hor. My Lord we did, but anfwere made it none, 

Tet once me thought it was about to fpeake. 

And lifted vp his head to motion. 

Like as he would fpeake, but euen then 
The morning cocke crew lo wd, and in all hade. 

It fhruncke in haftc away, and vanifhed 
Our fight. 

Ham. Indeed, indeed firs, but this troubles naer 
Hold you the watch to night? , 

All We do my Lord. 

Ham. Armed (ayye? 

All Armed my good Lord. 

Ham. From top to toe? 

All. My good Lord, from head to foote. 

Ham. Why then faw you not his face? 

Hor. O yes my Lord, he wore his beuer vp. 

Ham. How look’t he, frowningly ? 

Hor. A countenance more in forrow than in anger. 

Ham. Pale, or red? 

Hor. Nay,vericpal 

C Ham. 
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Ham. And fixt his eics vpon you. 

Hor. Moft conftantly. 

Ham. I would 1 had beene there. 

Hor. It would a much amazed you. 

Ham. Yea very like, very like, (laid it long? 

Hor. While one with moderate pace 
Might tell a hundred. 

Cftlar. O longer, longer. 

Ham. His beard was grifleld, no. 

Her. It was as I haue fecne itin his life, 

A fable filuer. 

Ham. I wil watch to night, perchance t’wil walkcagainc. 

Hor. I warrant it will. * 

Ham. If it affume my noble fathers perfon, 
Ilefpeaketo it, if hell it felfe fhould gape, 

And bid me hold my peace. Gentlemen, 

Ifyou haue hither confcalcd this fight. 

Let it be teniblein vo urfilencc ftill. 

And whatfoeuerelfe fhall chance tonight, 

Giueit an vnderftanding,butno tongue, 

J will requit your loues.fo fare you well, 

Vpon the platforme, twixt eleuen and twelue, 

Jle vifit you. 

All. Our duties to your honor. ' exeunt. 

* Ham. O your loues, your loues, as mine to you, 
Farewell, my fathers fpirit in Aimes, 

Well, all s not well. I doubt fbmc fbuleplay. 

Would the night were come, 

Till thcn,fi t ftill my foule, foulc deeds will rif" 

T hough all the world orewhelme them to mens eies. Exit, 
futer Leartes and Ofelia. 

Lean. My neceflaries are inbarkt, I muft aboord, 

But ere 1 part, marke what I % to thee: 

I fee P ripce Hamlet makes a fiiew ofloue 
Beware Ofelia , do not truft his vowes. 

Perhaps he loues you now, and now his tongue, 




Prince of Denmark. 

Speakes from his heart, but yet take heed my filler. 

The Charieflmaide is prodigall enough. 

If foe vmnaske hir beautie to the Moone. 

Vertue it felfe fcapes not calumnious thoughts, 

Belieu’t Ofelia, therefore keepe a loofe 
Left that he trip thy honor and thy fame. 

Ofel. Brother, to this I haue lent attentiue care. 

And doubt not but to keepe my honour firme, 

But my deerebrother,donotyou 
Like to a cunning Sophifter, 

T each me the path and ready way to heauen. 

While you forgetting what is laid to me. 

Your felfe, like to a carelcflc libertine 
Doth giue his heart, his appetite at fill. 

And little recks how that his honour dies. 

Lear. No, feare it not my deere Ofelia, 

Here comes my father, occafion frailcs vpon a fecond leaue. 

Enter Corambis. 

Car. Y et here Leartes ? aboord, aboord, for fhame. 

The winde fits in the fhoulder of your fade. 

And you are ftaid for, thereby blcfiing with thee - : 

And thefc few precepts in thy memory. , r : ; i fHsi a 

“Be thou familiar, but by no meanes vulgare} 

“ Thole friends thou haft, and their adoptions tried, 

*• Graple them to thee with a hoope of ftcele, 

“ But do not dull the palmc with entertaine, 

“ Of euery new vnfleg'd courage, 

“ Beware of entrance into a quarrell*,but being in, 

“ Bcare it that the oppoled may beware of thee, 

“ Coftly thy apparrell, as thy purfe can buy. 

“ But not expreft infafhion, 

“ For theapparell oft proclaimes the man. 

And they of France of the chiefe rancke and ftation 
Are of a moft leleft and gencrall chiefe in that : 

“ This aboue all, to thy owne felfe be true, 

And it muft follow as the night the day, 

C2 Thou 
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Thou can (l not then be falfe to any one, 

Farewel, my blcffingwith thee. 

Lear. I humbly take my lcaue, farewell Ofelia, 

And remember well what 1 haue faid to you. exit. 

Ofel. It is already lock’t within my hart. 

And you your felfe fhall keepe the key ofit. 

Cor . What i’ft Ofelia hehath faidc to you? 

Of el. Somthing touching (he prince Hamlet. 

Cor. Mary wel thought on, f is giuen me to vnderftand, 
That you haue bin too prodigall of your maiden prefence 
V: nto Prince Hamlet, ifit be fo. 

As fo tis giuen to mce, and that in waie of caution 
I muft te!lyou;you do not vnderftand your felfe 
So well as befits my honor, and your credite. 

Ofel. My lord, he hath made many tenders of his loue 
tome. 

Cor. Tenders, I, I, tenders you may call them. 

Ofel. And withall, fuch earned vowes. 

(for. Springes to catch woodcocks, 

What, do not I know when the blood doth burne, 

How prodigall the tongue lends the heart vowes, 

In briefe, be more fcanter of your maiden prefence, 

Or tendring thus you’l tender mee a foole. \: . 

Ofel. t fhall obay my lord in all I may. 

, Cor. Ofelia, rcceiue none of his letters, 

“ For louers lines are fnares to intrap the heart}: 

“ Rcfufehis tokens, both of them are keyes 
T o vnlocke Chaftitie vnto Defire; 

Come in Ofelia, fuch men often proue, 

** Great in their wordes, but little in their loue. 

Ofel. I will my lord. exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet, Horatio,<W Marcellus. 

Ham. The ayre bites fhrewd; it is an eager and 
An nipping winde, what home i’ft? 

Her. I think it lacks of twelue, Sound Trumpets. 

Mur. No,t’isftrackc. 

ilOKL 



Prince of. Dcnmarke. 

Hor. Indeed I heard it not, what doth this mean my lord? 

Ham. O the king doth wake to night, & takes his rowfc. 

Keeps wafi"cl, and the fwaggcringvp-fpringrceles. 

And as he dreames, his draughts ofremlh downs. 

The kettle^ drurnme, and trumpet, thus bray out, 

The triumphes of his pledge. 

Hor. Isitacuftomehere? 

Ham . I mary i’ft and though I am 
Natiuc here, and to the maner borne. 

It is a cuftome, more honourd in the breach. 

Then in the obferuance. 

Enter the Ghojl. 

Hor. Looke my Lord, it comes. 

Ham. Angels and Minifters of grace defend vs. 

Be thou afpirite of health, or goblin damn’d. 

Bring with thee ayres from heanen, or blafts from hell; 

Be thy intents wicked or charitable. 

Thou commeft in fuch queftionable fhape, 

That I will fpeake to thee, 

lie call thee Hamlet , King, Father, Royall Dane, 

O anfwere mee, let mec not burft in ignorance, 

But fay why thy canonizd bones hearted in death 
Haue burft their ceremo piestwhy thy Sepulcher, 

In which wee faw thee quietly interr’d. 

Hath burft his ponderous and marble Iawes, 

To cafttheevp againc: what may this meane. 

That thou, dead corfe,againe in compleate fteclc, 

ReuilTets thus the glimfes of the Moone, 

Making night hideous, and we fooles of nature, 

Sohorridely to fnake our difpofition. 

With thoughts beyond the reaches of our foules? 

Say, fpeake, wherefore, what may this meane? 

Hor. It beckons you, as though it had (omething 
To impart to you alone. 

tTWar. Looke with what courteous aftion 
Itwaucsyou toamoreremoued ground, 

C % Bue 
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The T ragedic of Hamlet 

But do not go with it. 

Hor. No, by no racancs my Lord. 

Ham. It will not fpeakc, then will I Follow it. 

Hor. What if it temptyou toward theflood my Lord. 
That heckles ore his bace, into the fea, 

And there all'ume tome other horrible fliape, 

W hich might depriue your foueraigntie of reafon. 

And driue you into madneffe : thinke of it. 

Ham. Still am I called, go on,ile follow thee. 

Hor. My Lord, you fhall not go. 

Ham. Why what fliould be the fcarej 
I do not fet tny life at a pinnes fee, 

And for my foule, what can it do to that? 

Being a thing imtnortall, like it felfc, 

Go on, ile follow thee. 

c Mar. My Lord be rulde, you (hall not goe. 

Ham. My fate cries out,and makes each pety Artiue 
As hardy as the Nemeon Lyons nerue. 

Still am I cald, vnhand me gentlemen; 

By heauen ile make a ghoft of him that lets me, 

Away I fay, go on, ile follow thee, 

Hor. He waxeth defperate with imagination. 

CMar. Something is rotten in the ftate of Denmarke. 
Hor. Hauc after, to what ifluc will this fort?J 
t Mar. Lets follow, tis not fit thus to obey him. exit. 
Sntsr Gbofl and Hamlet. 

Ham. Ile go no farther,whither wilt thou leade me? 
Ghojl Markeme. 

Ham. I will. 

Gbofl I am thy fathers fpirit, doomd for a time 
To walke the night, and all the day 
Confinde i nflaming fire. 

Till the fbule crimes done in my dayes of Nature 
Arepurged and burnt away. 

Ham. Alas poore Ghoft. 

(jboft Nay pitty me not, but to my vnfolding 
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Prince of Denmarke. 

Lend thy liftning care, but that lam forbid 
To tell the fecrets of mv prifon houfe 
I would a tale vnfold, whofe lighted word 
Would harrow vp thy foule, freeze thy yong blood, 

Make thy two eyes like ftars ftart from their fpheres, 

Thy knotted and combined locks to part, 

And each particular haire to ftand on en d 

Like quils vpon the fretfiill Porpentine, 

But this fame blazon mufl not be, to eares of flefh and blood 
Hamlet, if cuer thou didft thy deere father louc. 

Ham. O God. 

Gbo. Reuenge his foule, and mod vnnaturall murder : 
Ham. Murder. 

Gbofl Yea, murder in the higheft degree. 

As in theleaft tis bad, 

But mine mod foule, beaftly, and vnnaturall. 

Ham. Hafte me to knowc it, that with wings as fwift as 
meditation, or the thought ofit,may fweepe to my reuenge. 

Gbofl O I findethceapt, and duller fhouldftthou be 
Then thefatweede which rootes it felfein cafe 
On Lethe wharffe : briefe let me be. 

Tis giuen out, that fleeping in my orchard, 

A Serpent flung me 5 fo the whole eare of [ Denmarke 
Is with a forged Profles of tny death rankely abufde: 

But know thou noble Youth : he that did fling 
Thy fathers heart, now weares his Crownc. 

Ham. O my prophetike loule, my vncle! my vnclet 
Cjbofi Yea he, that inceftuous wretch, wonne to his will 

0 wicked wil!,and gifts! that hauc the power (with gifts. 
So to feducc my mod feeming vertuous Queene, 

But vertnc, as it neuer will be moued, 

Though Lewdneffe court it in a fhape of heauen, 

So Luft, though to a radiant angle linckt, 

Would fate it (elfe from a ccleftiall bedde. 

And prey on garbage : but foft, me thinkes 

1 lent the mornings ayre, briefe let me be. 



Sleeping 
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TbeT, ragedj t f ’ Hamlet 

Sleeping within my Orchard, my cuftorac alwnyes ' 
In the after noone, vpon my fecurc houre 
Thy vnclc came, with iuyee of Hebona 
In a viall, and through the porches of my eares 
Did powrc theleaprous diftiIment,whofe effeft 
Hold fuch an enmitie with blood of man. 

That fwiftas tjuickefilner, it pofteth through 
The naturall gates and allies of the body, 

And turnes the thinne and wholcfome blood 
Like eager dropings into milke. 

And all my fmoothe body, barked,and tettevd oucr. 
Thus was I deeping by a brothers hand 
Of Crowne,of Qucenc.of life,of dignitic 
At once depriued, no reckoning made of) 
Butfentvnto my grauc. 

With all ray accompts and finnes vpon my head, 

0 horrible, mod horrible! 

Ham. OGod! 

ghofi If thou haft nature in thee, bcare it not, 

But howfoeuer, let not thy heart 
Confpire againft thy mother aught, 

Leaue her to heauen. 

And to the burthen that her confidence beares. 

1 muft be gone, the Glo-worme fliewes the Martin v 

To be neerc, and gin’s to pale his vneffettuall fire: 
Hamlet adue,adue,adue : remember me. Exit 

Ham. O all you hofte of heau en ! O earth, what dfc? 
And ftiall I couple hell; remember thee? 

Yes thou poore Ghoft; from the tables 
Ofmy memorie, ile wipe away all (awes of Bookcs, 

All triuiall fond conceitcs 

That euer youth,or elfe obftruance noted. 

And thy remembrance, all alone fhall fit. 

Y cs, yes, by heauen, a damnd pernitious villaine, 
Murderous, bawdy, fmiling damned villaine, 

(My tables) meet it is I fet it downe. 



That 
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trines of Denmdrke 

That one may fmile, and fmile, and be a villayne; 

At lcaft I am fure, it maybe fo in Denmark*' 

Sovnde, there you are, there you are. 

How to the words; it is adue aduc : remember me, 

Soe t’is enough I haue fworne. 

Hor. My lord, my lord. Enter. Horatio, 

xJWar* Lord Hamlet. anA Marcellm. 

Hor. Ill, lo,lo,ho,ho. 

Mar. Ill,lo,lo,fo, ho,fo,come boy, come. 

Hor. Heauens fecurc him. 

Mar. How i’ft my noble lord? 

Hor. What news my lord? 

Ham. O wonderfull, wonderful. 

Hor. Good my lord tel it. 

Ham. NoiiotI,you’l reuealeit. 

Hor. Not I my Lord by heauen. 

Mar. Nor I my Lord. 

Ham. How fay you then ? would hart of man 
Once thinke it? but you’l be fccret. 

"Both. I by heauen,my lord. 

Ham. T here’s neuer a villaine dwelling in all Ttenmarke, 
But hee’s an arrant knaue. 

Hor. There need no Ghoft comcfrom the graue to tell 
you this. 

Ham. Right, you are in the right, and therefore 
I holde it meet without more circumftance at all, 

Wee ftiakc hands and part;you as your bufines 
And defiers fhall leade you : for looke you, 

Euery man hath bufines, and defires, fuch 
As it is, and for my owne poore parte, ile go pray. 

Hor. Theft are but wild an d wherling words, my Lord. 
Ham. I am fory they offend you;hartely,y es faith hartily. 
Hor. Ther’s no offence my Lord. 

Ham. Yes by Saint Tatrike but there is Horatio, 

And much offence too, touching this vifion, 

It is an honeft ghoft, that let mec tell you, 

D For 
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T be T r age die of Hamlet 

For your defires to know what is betweene vs, 
Or'croaiftcritasyou may: 

And now kind fiends, as yon are frends, 

Schollei s and gentlmcn, 

Grant mee one poore requeft. 

Both. What 1 ft my Lord? 

Ham. Neucr make known what youhaucfecnc toniok. 

Both. My lord, we will not. 0 

Ham. Nay butfweare. 

Hor. In faith my Lord not I. 

Mar. Nor I my Lord in faith. 

Ham. Nay vpon my fword, indeed vpon my fword. 

Qho. Sweats. 

The Go ft vnder the ft age. 

Ham Ha, ha, corns you here, thisfcllowin the fcllerije 
Here confent to fwearc. ° * 

Hor. Propofe the oth my Lord. 

Ham, Neucr tofpeake what you hauefeeneto night, 
Swearc by my fword. 

Goft, Sweare. 

Ham. Hie & vbique) nay then weelc fhift our ground: 
Come hither Gentlemen, and lay your handes 
Againe vpon this fword, neiier to fpeake 
Of that which you haue fecne, fweare by my fword. 

Ghofi Swearc. 

Ham. Well faid old Mole, can’ll worke in the earth? 
fofaft, a worthy Pioner , once more remoue. 

Hor, Day and night, but this is wondrous ft range. 

Ham. And therefore a.va ftranger giue it welcome, 
There are more things in-hcauen and earth Horatio, 

Then are Dream t of, inyourphilofophic, 

But come here, as before you neucr (hall 
How ftrange or odd? focrc I bearemy felfe. 

As I perchance hareafter (hall thinke meet, 

1 o put an Anticke difpofitionon, 

T hat you at fuch times feeing roe, neucr (hall 



Prince of Denmark. 

With Armes, incombred thus, or this head (liakc, 

Or by pronouncing fome vndoubtfull phrafe, 

As well well, wee know, or wee could and if we would. 
Or there be, and if they might, or fuch ambiguous.* 
Giuing out to note, that you know aught of mcc. 

This not to doe, fo grace, andmercic 
At your moft need helpe you, fweare 
Ghoft. fweare. 

Ham. Reft, reffperturbed fpirit: fo gentlemen, 

In all my loue Ido commend mee to you. 

And what fo poore a man as Hamlet may, 

To pleafurcyou, God willing (hall not want, 

Nay come left’s go together, 

But fill your fingers on yourlippes I pray, 

The time is out of ioynt,0 curfcd fpitc, 

Thateuer l was borne to fet it right, 

Nay come left’s go together. Exeunt . 

Eater Corambis, and Montano, 
for. Montano , here, thefe letters to my fonne, 



yew 



caiL} (Po&nu 



And this fame mony with my blefling to him, 

Ancl bid him ply his learning good Montano. 

Mon. I will my lord. 

Cor. Y on (hall do very well Montano, to (ay thus, 

I knew the gentleman, or know his father, 

To inquire the manner of his life. 

As thus*, being amongft his acquaintance, 

Y ou may fay, you faw him at fuch a time, marke you mee, 
At game, or drincking, fwearing, or drabbing, 

You may go fo farre. 

Mon. My lord, that will impeach his reputation. 

Cor. I faith not a whit, no not a whit, 

Now happely hee clofeth with you in the confequence, 
As you may bridle it not difparage him a iote. 

What was 1 a bout to fay, 

Mon. He clofeth with him in the confequence. 

Cor. I, you fay right, he clofeth with hitn thus, 



This 



TheT raged ) of. Hamlet 

This will hec fay, let nice fee what hee will fay, 

Mary this, I faw him yefterday, or tother day, 

Or then, or at fitch a time, a dicing. 

Or at Tennis,! or drincking drunke, or entring 
Ofahowfeoflightnesviz. brothell, 

Thus fir dowee that know the world, being men ofreadi 
By indireftions, finde directions forth, 

And fo fhall you my forme, you ha me, ha you not? 

Mon. I hauc my lord. 

Cor. W el, fare you well, commend mee to him. 

A/on. I will my lord. 

Cor. And bid him ply his muficke 

Mon. My lord I wil. exit. 

Enter , Ofelia. 

Cor. Farewel,how now Ofelia, what’s the news with you? 

Ofe. O my deare father, fuch a change in nature, 

So great an alteration in a Prince, 

So pitifull to him, fcarcfull to mee, 

A maidens eye ne’re looked on. 

Cor. W hy what’s the matter my Of chat 

Of. O yong Prince Hamlet, the only flourc of Dem«r\, 
Hee is bereft of all the wealth he had, 

The Iewcll that ador’nd his feature moft 
Is filcht and flolne away, his wit's bereft him, 

Hee found mee walking in the gallery all alone, 

There comes hee to mee, with a diftrafied looke, 

His garters lagging downe , hisfhooesvntidc, 

And fixt his eyes fo ffeSfaft on my face, 

As if they had vow’d, this is their lateft obieft. 

Small while he ftoode, but gripes me by the wrift, 

And there he holdes my pulfe till with a figh 
He doth vnclafpe hisholde, and parts away 
Si!cnr,as is the mid time of the night: 

And as he went, his eie was ftill on mee, 

For thus his head ouer his fhoulder looked. 

He feemed to finde the way without his sics; 
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Prince of Denntarke. 

For out of doores he went without their helpe. 

And fo did leaueme. 

Cor. Madde for thy loue. 

What haue you giuen him any crofTe wordes of late? 

Ofelia I did repell his letters, deny his gifts, 

As you did charge me. 

Cor. Why that hath made him tnaddc: 

By heau’n t’is as proper for our age to caff 
Beyond our felues, as t’is for the yonger fort 
To lcaue their wantonneffe, Well, I am fory 
That I was fo rafh: but what remedy? 

Lets to the King, this madnefle may prooue, 

Though wilde a while, yet more true to thy loue. exeunt 
Enter King and jfucene, Ro finer aft, and Gilderftone. 

King Right noble friends, that our deere cofin Hamlet 
Hath loft the very heart of all his fence, 

It is moft right, and we moft fory for him: 

Therefore we doc defire, eucn as you tender 
Our care to him, and our great loue to you. 

That you will labour but to wring from him 
The caufe and ground of his diftempeiancie. 

Doc this, the king of Denmarke ftial be thankefull. 

Rof. M y Lord, whatfoeuer lies within our power 
Your maieftie may more commaund in wordes 
Then vfe perfwafions to your liege men, bound 
By loue, by duetic, and obedience. 

Gail. What we may doe for both your Maiefties 
To know the griefe troubles the Prince your fonne, 

We willindeuour all the beft we may* 

So in all duetie doe we take our leaue. 

King Thankes Guildeiftone,and gentle RofTencraft. 
£>ue.- Thankes Roftencraft.and gentle Gildctftone. 

Enter for ambit and Ofelia. 

Cor. My Lord, the AmbafTadors are ioyfully 
Return'd from Norway. 

King Thou ftill haft becne the father of good news* 



TbeT, ragedic of Hamlet 

Cor. Haue I my Lord? I allure your grace, 

I holdc my duetic as I holde my life, 

Both to my God, and to my foueraigncICing: 

And 1 bcleeuc, or clfe this braine of mine 
Hunts not the trainc ofpoliciefo well 
As it had wont to doe, but 1 haue found 
The very depth of Hamlets lunacie. 
guecne Godgraunthehath. 

Enter the Ambaffadors. 

King Now Vo/temar, whit from our brother Normil 
Volt. Mod faire retui ncs of greetings and defires, 

V pon our firft he Cent forth to fiipprefle 
His nephews leuies, which to him appear’d 
To be a preparation gainft the Polacke: 

But better look’t into, he trucly found 

I I was againft your Highneflc, whereat gricued, 

Thatfo hisfickencffe,age,and impotence, 

Was falfely borne in hand, fends out arrefts 
On Fortenbrajfe, which he in briefe obays, 

Rcceiues rebuke from Norway and inline. 

Makes vow before his vnde, neuer more 

To giue the aflayof Armes againft yourMaieftic, 
Whereon olde Norway oucrcome with ioy, 

Giues him three thoufand crownesin annuall fee, 

And his Commiflion to employ thofe fouldiers. 

So leuied as before, againft the Polacke, 

With an intreaty hecrcin further fhewne, 

Tliat it would pleafe you to giue quiet pafle 
Through your dominions, for that enterprife 
On fuch regardes offafety and allowances 
As therein are let downe. 

King It likes vs well, and at fit time and leafure 
W eelc rcade and anfwere theft: his Articles, 

Meane time we thanke you for your well 
T ookc labour : go to your refloat night weele feaft togtther 
Right welcome home. exeunt Ambajfadors. 



Prince of Denmark. 

Cor. This bufines is very well difpatchcd. 

Now my Lord, touching^!* yong Prince Hamlet, 
Ccrtaine it is that hee is madde: mad let vs grant him then: 
Now to know the caufc of this effttt, 

Or elfe to fay the caufe of this defeft, 

For this effeft defettiue comes by caufe. 

Queene Good my Lord be briefe. 

Cor. Madam I will: my Lord, I haue a daughter, 
Haue while fhee’s mine : for that we thinke 
IsfureftjWe often loofe: now to the Prince. 

My Lord, but note this letter, 

The which my daughter in obedience 
Dcliuer’d to my handes. 

King Readeitmy Lord. 

Cor. MarkemyLord. 

/ Doubt that in earth is fire, 

Doubt that the ftarres doe moue. 

Doubt trueth to be a liar, 

But doe not doubt I loue. 

T o the bcautifull Ofelia : 

Thine euer the moil: vnhappy Prince Hamlet. 

My Lord, what doe you thinke of me? 

I, or what might you thinke when Ifawe this? 

King As ota true friend and a moft louingfubieft. 

Cor. I would be glad to prooue Co. 

Now when 1 faw this letter, thus I befpake my maidens 
Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of your ftarre, 

And one that is vnequall for your loue: 

Therefore I did commaund her refufe his letters, 

Deny his tokens,and to abfent her felfc. 

Shee as my childe obediently obey’d me. 

Now fincc which time, feeing his loue thus crofs d. 

Which I tooke to be idle, and but fport,. 

Heftraitwaygrew into a melancholy. 

From that vnto a fall , then vnto di ft ration. 

Then into a fadnefTc, from that vnto a madnefle. 



TbeT raged] of Hamlet 

And To by continuance, and weakeneflc of the braine 
Into this frenfie, which now poffefleth him: 

And if this be not true, take this from this. 

King Thinke you t’is fo? 

for. How? fo my Lord, I would very fame know 
That thing that 1 hauefaidc t’is fo, pofitiuely, 

And it bath fallen out otherwife. 

Nay, ifcircumftances leade me on, 
lie finde it out, if it were bid 
Asdeepeasthe centre ofthe earth. 

King, how fliould wee trie this fame? 

Cor. Mary my good lord thus, 

The Princes walkeis here in the galery, 

There let O/r/w.walke vntill hee comes: 

Your felfc and I will Hand clofe in the fludy, 

There (hall you heare the effett of all his hart, 
Andifit proue any otherwife thenloue, 

Then let my cenfurc faile an other time. 

King, fee where hee comes poring vppon a booke. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Cor. Madame, will it pleafeyour grace 
Toleauevshere? 

J£ue. With all my hat t. exit. 

Cor. And here Ofelia, reade you on this booke, 
And walke aloofe, the King (hal be vnfeene. 

Ham. T o be, or not to be, I there’s the point, 

To Die, to fleepe, is that all? I all: 

No, to fleepe, to dreame, I mary there it goes. 

For in that dreame of death, when wee awake, 

And borne before an euerlafling Iudgc, 

From whence no paflengcr euer retur’nd. 

The vndifeouered country, at whofe fight 
The happy fmilc,and the accurfed damn’d. 

But for this, the ioyfull hope of this, 

Whol’d bcare the fcornes and flattery ofthe world, 

S corned by the right rich, the rich curfled ofthe poore? 



* Prim of Denmark 

The widow being opprefled,the orphan wrong'd, 

The tafte of hunger, or a tiratits raigne. 

And thoufand more calami ties befides, 

To grunt and fweate vnder this weary life. 

When that he may his full fhiietm make, 

With a bare bodkin, who would this in dure, 

Bu t for a hope of fomething after cl eath? 

Which pufles the braine, and doth confound the fence. 
Which makes vs rather bcare thofe euillcs we hauc, 

Than flic to others that we know not of. 

I that,0 this confidence makes cowardes of vs all. 

Lady in thy orizons, be all my finnes remembred. 

Ofel. My Lord, I hauc fought opportunity, which now 
I haue,to redeliuer to your worthy handes , a fmall remem- 
brance, fiich tokens which I haue rccciucd of you. 

Ham. Areyoufaire? 

Ofel. My Lord. 

Ham. Areyouhoneft? 

Ofel. What meanes my Lord? 

Ham. That if you be fairc and honeft, 

Vour beauty (hould admit no difcourfe to yoiir honefty. 

Ofel. My Lord, can beauty haue better priuiledge than 
with honefty? 

Ham. Yea mary may if, for Beauty may transform* n 
H onefty, from what (he was into a bawd: 

Then Honefty can transfer me Beauty: 

This was fometimes a Paradox 1 , 

But now thetime giues it fcope. 

I ncuer gauc you nothing. 

Ofel. My Lord, you know right well you did, 

And with them fuch earneft vowes of loue. 

As would haue moou ’d the ftonieft breaft aliuc, 

But now too true I finde, 

Rich giftes waxe poore, when giuers grow rnkindc. 

Ham. I neuer loued you. 

Ofel, Y ou made me beleeuc you did. 

£ Ham. 












4,l603 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C-34.k.l) OCtftVO 



TheT ragedie of. Hamlet 

Ham. O thou fhouldd not a beleeued me! 

Go to a Nunnery goe, why fhouldft thou 
Be a breeder of finners? I am my, felfe indifferent hone ft 
But I could accufe my felfe offucH crimes ' 

It had beetle better my mother had rtc’re borne me 
OI am very prowde, ambitious.difdainefull, 

With more finnes at my becke, then I haue thoughts 
T o put them in, what fhould fuch fellowes as I & - 
Do, crawling between heauen and earth? 

To a Nunnery^ goe, we are arrant knaues all, 

Beleeuc none of vs, to a Nunnery goe; 

Ofet. O heauensfecurehim! 1 

Ham. Wher’s thy father? 

Of el. At home my lord. 

Ham. For Gods fake let the doores be fliut on him, 

He may play the foole no where but in his 
Owne houfeito a Nunnery goe. 

Ofel. Help him good God. 

Ham. Ifthoudod marry, lie giue thee 
T his plague to thy dowry: 

Be thou as c hade as yce, as pure as fnowe, 

Thou (bait not fcape calumny, to a Nunnery got, 

Ofel. Alas, what change is this? 

Ham. But if thou wilt needcs mart y, marry afoole, 

For wifemen know well enough, 

What monftersyoumakeof themjtoa Nunnery goe. 

Ofel. Pray God redore him. 

Ham. Nay, I haue heard ofy&ur paintings t£>0, 

God hath giuen you one face, 

And you make your feints another, 

You fig, and you amble, and you nickname Gods creatures, 
Making your wantonnefle, you i ignorance, 

A pox, fis feuruy, He no more of it, 

1 1 hath made me madde : lie no more marriages, 

All that are married but one,fhall flue, 
f h e red dial 1 kcepe as they arc, to a N unnery goe, 



Prime ofDemmrke. 

To a Nunnery goe. exit. 

Ofe. Great God of heau en,what a quickc change is this? 
The Courtier, ScholIer,Souldier, all in him, 

All dafht and fplinterd thence, O wows me, 

To a feene what I haUe feene,fee what I fee. exit. 

King Loue? No, no, that’s not the caufc, Enter King and 
Some deeper thing it is that troubles him. Corambis. 

Cor. Wel,fomething it is: my Lord, content you a while, 
J will my felfe goe fecle him:let me worke. 

He try him euery way : fee where he comes. 

Send you thofe Gentlemen, let me alone 
T o finde the depth of this, away, be gone. exit King. 

Now my good Lord, do you know me? Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Y ea very well, y are a fifhmonger. 

Cor. Not I my Lord. 

Ham. Then Hr, I would you were fo honed a man. 

For to be honed, as this age, goes. 

Is one man to be picktout ortenne thoufand. 

(for. What doeyoureadc my Lord? 

Elam. Wordes,wordes. 

Cor. What’s the matter my Lord? 

Ham. Betweenewho? o. 

Cor. I meanethe matteryou reade my Lord. 

Ham. Mary mod vile herefie: 

For here the Satyricall Satyre writes. 

That olde men haue hollow eyes,weakebackcs, 

Grey beardes,pittifull weake harames, gowty legges, 

All which fir, I mod potently beleeue not: 

For fir, your felfe fhalbe oldc as I am, 

If like a Crabbc, you could goe backeward. 

C«r. How pregnant his replies are, and full of wit: 

Yet at fird he tooke me for a fifh monger: 

All this comes by loue, the vemencieof loue, 

And when I was yong, I was Very idle, 

And fuffered much extafic in loue, very neere this: 

Will you walke out of the are my Lord? 

E 2 



Ham. 



TheT ragedy of Hamlet 

Ham. Into my graue. 

('or. By the mafic that’s out of the aire indeed 
'Very fhrcwdanfwers, 

My lord I will take my Jeaue ofyou. 

Enter CilaerUone , and Rofencraft, 

Ham. Youcantake nothing from me fir, 

I will more willingly part with all, 

Olde doating foolc. 

Cor, You fecke Prince Hamlet, fee, there he is. exit, 

Gil. Health to your Lordlhip. 

Ham. W hat, Gildcrfione,and RofTencraft, 

Welcome kindeSchoole-fellowcs to Slfanoure. 

Gil. We thanke your Grace,and would be very glad 
You were as when we were at Wittenberg. 

Ham. I thanke you, but is this vifitation free of 
Your felucs, or were you not fent for? 

Tell me true, come, I know the gpod King and Queene 
Sent for vou.thcreis a kinde ofcbnfeffion in yourcye: 
Come, 1 know you were fent for. 

Cjtl. What fay you? 

Ham. Nay then I fee how the windc fits. 

Come, you were fent for. 

Ref My lord, we were, and willingly if we might. 
Know the caufc and ground ofyour difeontent. 

Ham. Why I want preferment. 

%of. I thinke not fo my lord. 

Ham. Yes faith, this great world you fee contents me not, 
No nor the fpanglcd heauens.nor earth, nor fea, 

No nor Man that is fo glorious a creature, 

Contents not me, no nor woman too, though you laugh. 

Gtl. My lord, we laugh not at that. 

Ham. Why did you laugh then, 

When I faid, Man did not content mec? 

Gil. My Lord, we laughed, when you faid, Man did not 
content you. 

What entertainement the Players fliall haue, 



We boorded them a the way : they are comraing to you. 
Ham. Players jWhatPiaycrs be they? 

%ef. My Lord, the Tragedians of the Gtty, 

Thofe that you tooke delight to fee fo often. (ftie? 

Ham. How comes it that they trauell? Do they grow re- 
Gil. No my Lord, their reputation holds as itwas wont. 
Hum. How then? 

gi(. Y faith my Lord, noueltie carries it away, 

For the principal! publike audience that 
Came to them, are t urned to pnuatepjayes^ 

And to the humour ofclulclren. 

Ham. I <Toe not greatly wonder of its 
For thofe that would make mops and mocs 
At my vncle, when my father liued, 

Now giue a hundred, two hundred pounds 
For his picture : but they fhall be welcome. 

He that playes the King fhall haue tribute of me. 

The ventrous Knight fhall vfe his foyle and target, 
Thelouer fhall figh gratis, 

The clowne fliall make them laugh (for’t. 

That are tickled in the lungs , or the blankeverfe fhall hale 
And the Lady fhall haue leauc to fpeake her minde freely. 

The Trumpets found, Enter Cor ambit. 

Do you fee yonder great baby? 

He is not yet outofhis fwadling clowts. 

Gil. That may be, for they fay an olde man 
Is twice a chi/de. (Players, 

Ham. lie prophecie to you, heecomestoteliraeeathe 
You fay true, a monday laft,f was fo indeede. 

Cor. My lord, I haue news to tell you . 

Ham . My Lord, I haue newes to tell you: 

Whe n Rojfjosy vn an Afforin Rome. 

Corf ThcX&ors are come hither,my lord. 

H am. Buz, buz. 

Cor. Thebeft A&orsin Chriftcndome, 

Either for Comedy, T ragedy, Hiftorie,PaftoraII, 

E j Paftorall 
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Paftorall.HifloricalljHiftoricall.Comicall, 

Comicall hiftoricall,PaftoraH, Tragedy hiftoricall: 

Seneca cannot be too heauy, no r Plato too light.. ' 

For the la w hath writ thofe a rc tHeonelv men. 

Ha, 07^7Tu3ge of Tfraell what a treafure hadft thou? 

Cor. \\’hy what a tfeafure bad he my lord? 

Ham. W hy one faire daughter, and no more. 

The which heloued palling well. 

Cor. A, ftil harping a my daughter! well my Lord, j 

f- If you call me lepha, I hane a daughter that 
I loue palling well. 

Ham. Nay that followes not. 

for. What followes then my Lord? 

Ham. Why by lot, or God wot, or as it came to paffe, 
And fo it was, the firft verfe of the godly Ballet 
Wil tel you alhfor look you where my abridgement comes: 
W eleome raaifters, welcome all. Enter flayers. 

What my olde fnend.thy face is vallanced 
Since I faw thee laft , corn’ll thou to beard me in ‘Denmark?? 
My yong lady and mi(lris,burlady but your (you were: 

Ladilliipis growne by the altitude of a chopine higher than 
Pray God liryour voyce, like a peece of vneurrant 
Golde, be not crack’t in the ringreome on maiflers, 
Weele cuen too’t, like French Falconers, 

Flie at any thing we feeTcome, a tafte oFyour 
Quallitie, a Ipeech, a pallionate fpeech. 

Players What Ipeech my good lord? 

Ham. I heard thee fpeake a fpeech once, 

But it was neucr a£fed:or ifit were, 

Neuerabouetwicp, for as I remember, 

It pleafed not thevulgar,it was cauiary 

T o the million : but to me 

And others, that receiued it in the like kinde, 

Cried in the toppe of their mdgements, an excellent play. 
Set downe with, as great modeftie as cunning: 

One faid there was no fallets in the lines to make the fauory, 

But 



Prince of Denmark. 

But called it an honefl methode.as wholcfome as fweete. 
Come, a fpeech in it I chiefly remember 
Was v£neas tale to Dido, 

And then efpecially where he talkes of Princes daughter, 
Ifit liue in thy memory beginneatthis line, 

Let me fee. 

The rugged Pyrrus, like th’arganian beaft: 

No t is not fo, it begins with Tirrtu : 

O I hauc it. 

The rugged 'Times, he whofe (able armes, 

Blacke as his purpofe did the night refenible. 

When he lay couched in the ominous horfe, 

Hath now his blacke and grimme complexion fifieered 
With Heraldry more difmall, head tofoote. 

Now is he totall guife,horridely tricked 

With blood offothers, mothers, daughters, fonnes, 

Back’t and imparched in cal a gn late gore. 

Rifted in earth and fire, oT3e grandfire Pryam feekes: 
Sogocon. (accent. 

Cor. Afore God, my Lord, well fpoke, and with good 
Play ii A none he finds him linking too fliort atGreeks, 
His antike-fword rebellious to his Arme, 

Lies where it falles, vnable to refill. , 

7 ’yrrus at Pryam driues, but all in rage, 

Strikes wide, but with the whiffc and wind® 

Ofhis fellfword, th’unnerued father falles. 
for . Enough my friend, t’is too long. 

Ham. ft Avail to the Barbers with your beard: 

A pox, hee’s for a ligge, or a tale of bawdry, 

Orelfe hefleepes, come on to Hecuba, come. 

Play. But who, O who hadfecne themobled Queenc? 
Cor, Mobled Queenc is good, faith very good. 

Play. All in the alarum and feare of death rofevp. 

And o’re her weake and all ore-teemii,g loynes,ablancket 
And a kercheron that head, where fate the diademe ftoode. 
Who this had feene wit h tongue inuenom’d fpeech, 

~~ WouI ^ 
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Would treafon haue pronounced, 

For ifthe gods thcmfelues had fcene her then. 

When fhc few Pirrtts with malitious ftrokes/ 

Mincing her husbandcs limbs. 

It would haue made milch the burning eyes ofheauen, 
And paflion in the gods. 

Cor. Looke my lord if lie hathnot changde his colour, 
And hath tcares in his eyes: no more good heart, no more. 

Ham. T is well, t’is very well, I pray my lord, 

Will you fee the Players wellbcftowcd, 

I tell you they are the Chronicles 
And briefe abftra&s of the time. 

After your death I can tell you, 

You w ere better haue a bad Epitecth, _ 

Then their ill report while you liue. 

for. My lord, I will vfe them according to their deferts. 
Ham. O farre better man, vfe euery man after his deferts, 
T hen who fhould feape whipping? 

V fe them after your owne honor and dignitie. 

The leffe they deferue, the greater credit’s yours. 
for. Welcome my good fellowes. exit. 

Ham. Come hither maifters, canyonnot play the mur* 
der oiGonfago? 

flayers Yes my Lord. 

Ham. And could’ft not thou for a neede ftudy me 
Some dozen or fixtecnc lines, • 

Which I would fetdowne and infert? 



flayers Y es very eafily my good Lord. 

Ham. T’is well, I thankeyou:follow thatlord: 

And doe you heare firs? take hcede you mocke hid not. 
Gentlemen, for your kindnes I thankeyou. 

And for a time I would defire you lcaue me. 

Gil. Our loue and duetie is at your commaund. 
Exeunt all but Hamlet. 

Ham. Why what a dunghill idiote flauc am I? 

Why thefe Players here draw water from eyes: 



For 



t 



Prim ofDennmke 

For Hecuba, why what is Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba? 
What would he do and if he had my Ioffe? 

His father murdred, and a Crowne bereft him. 

He would turne all his teares to droppes of blood. 

Amaze the (landers by with his laments, 

Strike more then wonder in the iadiciall earcs. 

Confound the ignorant, and make mute the wife, 

Indeedc his paflion would begenerall. 

Yet I like to an affe and lohn a Preames, 

Hauing my father murdred by a villaine, 

Stand ftill,and let it paffe, why (ure I am a coward: 
Whopluckes me by the beard, or twites my nofe, 

Giue’s me the lici’th throate downe to the lungs. 

Sure I fhould take it, or elfe I haue no gall, 

Or by this I fhould a fatted all the region kites 
With thisffaucsoffell, this damned villaine. 

Treacherous, bawdy, murderous villaine: 

Why this is braue, that I the fonne of my deare father, 
Should like a fealion, like a very drabbe . .. • '>*■ 

Thus railein wordcs. About my braine, 

I haue heard that guilty creatures fitting at a play. 

Hath, by the very cunning of the fccne,conf eft a murder 
Committed long before. 

This fpirit that 1 haue feene may be Diuell, 

And out of my weakeneffe and my melancholy. 

As he is very potent with fuch men, 

Doth feeke to damne me, I will haue founder proofes, 

The play 's the thing, 

Wherein I’le catch the confidence of the King. exit. 

Enter the King, Queens, and Lordes. 

King Lordes, can you by no meanesfindc 
The caufc of our fonne Hamlets lunacie? 

You being foneerc in loue, euenftom his youth, 

Me thinkes (hould gainc more than a ftranger fhould. 

F Gib 
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Gti. My lord, we haue done all the beft we could. 

To wring from him the caufe of all his griefe, 
but (till he puts vs off, and by no meanes 
W ould make an anfwerc to that we expofde. 

Rojf. Yet was he fotnethingmorc inclin'd tomirth 

betore we left him, and l take it, 

He hath gmen order for a play to night, 

At which hecrauesyourhighnefTe company. 

King With all our heart, it likes vs very Well: 
Gentlemen, fecke (till to increafc his mirth, 

Spare for no coif, cur coffers fhall be open, 

And we vnto your felues will flill be thankefull. 

Both In all wee can, be fure you fhall commaund. 
£la eene Thankes gentlemen, and whattheQueeneof 
May pleafure you, be fure you (hall not want. (Denmark 
gu. W cele once againe vnto the noble Prince. 

Ktng Thanks to you both:Gertred you ] fee this play. 
gtteene My lord 1 will, and it ioyes me at thefoule 
He is inclin’d to any kinde ofmirth. 

Cor . Madame, I pray be ruled by me: 

And mv good Soueraigne,giuc me leaue tofpeake* 

Wc cannot yet finde out the Very ground 
Of his diftemperance, therefore 
I holde it rneete, if fo it plcafe yon, 

Elfe they (hall not roeete,and thus it is. 

King W hat i ft Corambis? (done. 

Cor . Mary my good lord this/oone when the (ports are 
Madam, fend you in halle to fpeake with him, 

And 1 my felfc will Hand behind the Arras, 

There quefhon you the caule of all his griefe. 

And then inloueand nature vnto voi^hee’ie tell you all: 
My Lord,ho\v thinke you on’tf 

King It likes vs well, Gerterd, what fay you? 

JQueenc With all my heart, foone will 1 fend for him. 
Cor . My felfe will be that happy melTcnger, 

Who hopes his griefe will be reueal'd to her. exeunt omnet 

£nter 



Psittci efDenmarke. 



CtUir Hamlet and the Hlayers. 

Ham. Pronounce me this fpcech trippingly a the tongue 
asltaughttheei 

Mary and you mouth it, as a many ofyour players do 
l’de rather hcare a towne bull bellow, 

Then fuch a fellow fpcake my hues. 

Nor do not faw the aire thus with your hands, 

gut giue cuery thing his aft ion with temperance. (fehow, 

0 it offends tnee to the foule, to heare a rebuftious periwig 
To teare a paflion in totters, into very ragges, 

To fplit the eares of the ignorant, who for the (noifes, 
Moft parte arc capable of nothing but dumbe ihewes and 

1 would haue fuch a fellow whipt, for o redoing, tarmagant 
It out, Herodcs Herod. 

players My Lorde, wee haue indifferently reformed that 
among vs. 

Ham. The better, the better, mend it all together: 

There be fellowes that 1 haue feene play, 

And heard others commend them, and that highly too. 
That hauing neither the gate of Chrtftian, Pagan, 

Nor Turkc,hauefo ftrutted and bellowed. 

That you would a thought, fonie of Natures journeymen j 
Had made men, and not made them well, 

They imitated humanitie,fo abhominably 
Take beede,auoyde it. 

players 1 warrant you my Lord. 

Ham. And doe you heare? let not your Clowne fpcake 
More th-nis fet downe, there be of them I can tell you 
That will laugh themfelues.to fet on fome 
Quantitie ot barren fpe&ators to laugh with them, 

Albeit there is fomeneceflary point in the Play 
Then to be obferued.'O t’is vile, and fliewes 
A pittifull ambition in the foole that vfeth it. 

An d then you haue fomc agen, that keepcs one fute 
Ofieafts, asaman is knownc bvonefuteof 
Apparell,and Gentlemen quotes hisiea fis downe 

P 2 ~ 
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ji their tables, before they come to the play,as thus: 
Cannot you (lay till I eate my porrige? and.you owe me 
A quarters wagesrand, my coate wants a cullifon: 

And, your beerc is fowrc:and, blabbering with his lips. 
And thus kcepingin his cinkapafe of ieafts. 
t '“When, God knows, the warme Clowne cannot makeaieft 
V nlcfle by chance, as the blinde man catcheth a hare: 
Maifters tell him of ir. 
flayers We will my Lord. 

Ham. Well, goe make you ready. exeunt flayers. 
Horatio. Hecre my Lord. 

Ham. Horatio > thou art cucn as iuft a man, 

As e re my conuerlation cop’d withall. 

Hor. O my lord ! 

Ham. Nay why Ihould I flatter thee? 

Why fhould the poore be flattered? 

What gainc fhould I feceiue by flattering thef. 

That nothing hath but thy good minde? 

Let flattery fi t on thole time- pleafing tongs, 

T o glofe with them that loues to hearc their praife, 

And not with fuch as thou Horatio. 

T here is a play to night, wherem one Sceane they haue 
Comes very neere the murder ofmy father. 

When thou /halt lee that Aft afootc, 
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feede 3 the ayre. • _ 7 , . 

I father i My lord, you playd in the Vniuerfitte. 

Hor. That I did my L: ancl I was counted a good actor. 
Ham. What did you enaft there? 

(lor. My lord, I did aft l ttltus Cafar, I vvas killed 
in the Cnpitdll fBrutw killed me. 

Ham. It was a bru te parte of him. 

To kill fo capitall a calfe. 

Come, be thefe Players ready? 

Queene Hamlet come fit downebyme. 

Ham. No by my faith mother, heere’s a mettle more at- 
Lady will you giue me leaue,and fo forth: (traftiuc: 

To lav my head in your lappe? 

Of el. No my Lord. , (trary matters? 

* Ham. Vpon your lap,what do you thinke I meant con- 
tnter 'm a Tiumbc Shew, the Kmjan dtbe jgueene, he (its 

downe in an esirbor, fhe leaues him : Then enters Luci- 
antu with foyfon'in a Viall, andpowresit inhis earcs,attd 
goes away : Then the (jhyeene commeth and findes him 
dead: and goes away with the other. 

Of el What meanes this my Lord? Enter the e . Prologue . 
Ham. This is myching Mallico, that meanes my chiefe. 
Ofel. What doth this mcane my lord? 

Ham. you Ihall heare anone, this fellow will tell you all. 
Ofel. Wil 1 he tell vs what this Ihe w meanes? 

Ham. I, or any fhew you’le £hew him, 

Be not afeard to fhew, hec’le not be afeard to tell: 

O thefe Players cannot keepe counfcll, thei’le tell all. 

Pro/. For vs, and for our T ra gedie, 

Heere ftowpiug to your clemencie, 

Webeggeyour hearing patiently. 

Ham. I’ft a prologuc,or apoefieforaring? 

• Ofel. T’is fliort tny Lord. 

Ham. As womens loue. 

Snter the Take and Dutcheffe. 

Duke Full fortie yearcs are part, their date is gone, 
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Since happy time ioyn d both our hearts as one: 

A nd now the blood that fill’d my youthfull veines, 

Runnes wcakely in their pipes, and all the draines 
Cf muficke, which whilome pleafde mine eare, 

Is now a burthen that Age cannot beare: 

And therefore fweete Nature mud pay his due, 

To heauen mud I, and leaue the earth with you. 

‘Dutchejfe O by notfojed that you kill my heart, 

When death takes you, let life from me depart. 

Duke Content thy felfe, w hen ended is my date, 

Thon maid (perchance) haue a more noble mate, 

More wife, more youthfull, and one. 

‘Dutchejfe O fpeake no more for then lam accutft, 
None weds the fecond, b itfiiekils thefird: 

A fecond time I kill my Lord that’s dead, 

When fecond husband kiffes me in bed. 

Ham. O wormewood,wormewood! 

‘Duke I docbeleeuc you fweete,whatnowyou fpeake, 
But what we doe determine oft we breake, 

For our demifesdil are ouerthrowne, 

Our thoughts are ours, their end’s none of our ownc: 

So thinke you will no fecond husband wed, 

But die thy thoughts, when thy firft Lord is dead. 

Dutchefe Both here and there purfue me lading drife, 

If once a widdovv,euer I be wife. 

Ham. Iffhcfhould breake now. 

Duke T’is deepely fworne.fweete leaue me here a while, 
My fpirites growe dull , and faine I would beguile the tedi* 
ous time with fleepe. 

, Dutchejfe Sleepe rocke thy braine, _ 

And neuer come mifchance betwcenc vs twaine. exit Lady 
Ham. Madam, how do you like this play? 

Queen e The Lady proteds too much. 

Ham. O but diee’le keepc her word. 

King Haue you heard theargument, is there no offence 




Prince of Denmark. 

Ham No offence in the world, povfon in icft.poifon in 
Km What do you call the name of the play? : .(wit. : 

Ham . Moufe-traprmary how trapicallytthis play is ^ ^ 

Theimage ofa murder done i n ptyaua, Alberm _ lljdan 

Was the Dukes name, his wifi CithXiAdittMDS ' 
Father, it is a knauifli peece a workeibut what ^ 

A that it toucheth not vs, you and I that haue free . ¥*«> *sf Pf - v 
Soules, let the galld iade wince, this is one lUfffHfg 

Luciaw.u nephew to the JCmg^ . ViuiB . 

Ofel. Y a’re as good as a Chorus my lord. 

Ham. I could interpret the loueyou beare , ir I tawe tne 

poopies dallying. 

Ofel. Y’arevery pleafantmy lord. 

Ham. Who I, your onlie jig- maker, why what lhouldc 
a man do but be merry? for looke how cheerefully my mo- 
ther lookes, my father died within thefe two houres. 

Ofel. Nay, t’is twice two months, my Lord. 

Ham. T wo months, nay then let the diuell weare blacke, 

For i’le haue a fute of Sables : Icfus, two months dead. 

And not forgotten yet? nay then there’s fome 
Likelyhood, a gentlemans death may outliue memorie, 

But by my faith hcc mud build churches then. 

Or els hee mud follow the olde Hpitithc, f 

With hoh, with ho, thehobi-horfe is forgot. 

Ofel. Youriedsarekcene my Lord. 

Ham. It would cod you a groning to take them off. 

Ofel. Still better and worfe. 

Ham. So you mud take your husband, begin. Murdrcd 
Begin, a poke, leaue thy damnable faces and begin, 

Come, the croking rauen doth bellow for reuenge. 

Mttrd. Thoughts blacke, hands apt, drugs fit, and time 
Confederate feafon, elfe no creature feeing: (agreeing. 

Tliou mixture rancke, of midnight weedes collected, 

With Hecates bane thrife bladed, thrife infefted, 

Thy natuvall magicke,and dire propertie. 

One whoiefbmc life vfurps immediately. exit . 
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Ham. He poyfons him for his eftate. 

King Lights, I will to bed. 

Cor. The king rifes, lights hoe. 

Exeunt King and Lordet. 
Ham. What, frighted with falfe fires? 

Then let the ftricken decre goe wcepe, 

.The Hartvngallcd play, 

For fome mult laugh, while fome muft weepc. 
Thus runnes the world away. 

Hor. Thekingismoouedmylord. 

Her. I Horatio, i’le take the Ghofts word 
For more then all the coyne in Denmarke. 



Enter Rojfencraft and Cj'tldcrftone. 



Rojf, Now my lord, how i ft with you? 

Ham. And if the king like not the tragedy, 

Why then belike he likes it not perdy. 

%off. We arc very glad to fee your grace fo pleafant, 

My good lord, let vs againe intreate (ture 

To know of you the ground and caufe of your diftempera- 

gil. My -lord, your mother craues to fpeakc with you. 

Ham. We fiiall obey, were flic ten times our mother. 

•Rojf. But my good Lord, (hall I intreate thus much? 

Ham. I pray will you play vpon this pipe? 

7fo(f. Alas my lord I cannot. 

Ham. Pray will you. 

Gil. I haue no skill my Lord. 

Ham. why looke, it is a thing of nothing, 

T’is but flopping of thefe holes, 

And with a little breath from your lips, 

It will giue moft delicate mufick. 

Gil. But this cannot wee do my Lord. 

Ham. Pray now, pray hartily, 1 befcech you. } 

Rot. My lord wee cannot. i me " 

Ham. Why how vnworthy a thing would you mawot 
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You would fecrae to know roy flops, you would play vpon 
You would fcarch the very inward part of my hart, mee, 

And diueinto the fecreet of my foule. 

Zownds do you thinke lam cafier to be pla yd 
On, then a pipe ? call mee what Inftrumcnt 
You will, though you can frett mee, yet you can not 
Play vpon mee, befidcs,to be demanded by a fpunge. 

Rof. How a fpunge my Lord? 

Ham. I fir, a fpunge, that fokes vp the kings 
Countenance, fauours, and rewardes, that makes 
His liberalise your ftore houfe : but fuch as you. 

Do the king, in the cnd,beft fetuifej 

For hce doth keep you as an Ape doth n uttes. 

In the corner of his law, firft mouthes you, 
^ThcnTwallowes you : fo when hce hath need 
Of you, fis but fqueefing ofyou. 

And fpunge, you (hall be dry againe, you (hall. 

Rof. Wcl my Lord wee’le take our leaue. 

Ham Farewell, farewell, God bleflc you. 

Exit Rojjencraft andCjildtrflone. 



Enter Cor omits 

Cor. My lord, the Queene would ipeake with you. 

Ham. Do you feeyonderclowdin the (hape of a cameB? 
Cor. T ’is like a camell in deed. 

H4*»._Now me thinkes it’s like a weaftl. X 
(for. T’is back’t li ke a wcafcll. “ 

Ham. Or like a wHale . ' 

for. Very hke a whale. exit Ceram. 

Ham. Wny then tell my mother k’le come by and by. 
Good night Horatio. 

Hor. Good night vnto your Lordlhip. exit Horatio. 

. Ham. My mother (he hath lent to (peake with me: 

O God, let nc’re the heart of Nero enter 

This (oft bofomc. 

het me be cruell, not vnnaturall. 



G 



I 



exit . 



T be T rage die of. Hamlet 

I will fpeakc daggers, thofe tharpe wordes being f pcw 
To doe her wrong my foule fljall ne re confent. " ’ 
Enter the King. 

King O that this wet that falles vpon myface 
Would walli the crime cleere from my confidence ! 
When I lookc vp to heauen,l fee my trcfpaffe. 

The earth doth ftillcrieoiHvpon myfaft, 

Pay me the murder of a brother and a king, 

And the adulterous fault I haue committed: 

0 thefe are finnes that are vnpardonable: 

W hy fay thy finnes were blacker then is ieat. 

Yet may contrition make them as white as fhowc: 

1 but fill! to perfeuer in a finne, 

It is an aftgainft the vniuerfall power, 

Moft wretched roan, ftoope, bend thee to thy prayer, 
Aske grace of heauen to kcepe thee from defpaire. 



bee kaee/es. enters Hamlet 



Ham. I fo, comeforth and workc thy laft. 

And thus hec dies : and fb am I reuenged: 

No, not fo: he tooke my -father flccping.his fins brim full, 
And how his foule ftoode tothie date ofibeauen 
Who knowcs,£aue the immortall powrn. 

And fhali I kill him now. 

When he is puvgmgof his fbule? 

Making his way for hcaueoytbis « a benefit, 

And not reuengemo, get thee vp,agen, (drunke, 

When hec ’satgatnefwaring.talanglwscarowie, drinking . 
Or in the inediuaus pleafureiof bis bed. 

Or at fome aft that hath no relifh 
Of faluation jn’tjfhfin tripfriuj 
That his heeles-mayliklarathraiicn, 

And fall as loweas hcJ : tny niotla er ftayes, 

This phificke but prolongs thy weary day**. exit Hem. 

King My wordes fly vp,my finnes remainc below# 

No 



Prince of Denmark. 

No King on earth islafe, if Gods his foe. exit King. 

Enter Queene and Corctmbis. 

Cor. Madame, I heare yong Hamlet comming, 

He fhrowde my felfe behinde the Arras. exit for. 

Jgueene DofomyLord. 

Ham. Mother, mother, O are you here? 

How i d with you mother? 

Qnecne How i’ft with you? 

Ham, l ie tell you, but firft weelc make all fafe. 
gueene Hamlet, thou haft thy father much offended. 
Ham. Mother, you haue my father much offended. 
fhteene How now boy? 

Ham. How now mother! come here, fit downe, for you 
fhall heare roe fpeakc. 

Queene What wilt thou doe? thou wilt not murder me : 
Hclpehoe. 

Cor. HclpefortheQueene. 

Ham. I a Rat, dead for a Duckat. 

Rath intruding foole,fareweli, 

I tooke thee for thy better. 

Queene Hamlet, what haft thou done? 

Ham. Not fo much harme, good mother, 

As to kill a king, and marry with his brother. 

Jgueene How! kill a king! 

Ham. I a King:nay fit you downe, and ere you part, 
Ifyou be made of penitrable ftuffe. 

He make your eyes lookc downe into your heart. 

And fee how horride there and blacke it thews. (words? 

Queene Hamlet, what mean'ft thou by thefe killing 
Ham. Why this I meane, fee here, behold this picture, 
It is the portraiture, of your deceafcd husband. 

See here a face, to outface Mars himtelfe. 

An eye, at which his foes did tremble at, 

A front wherin all vettue: are fet downe 
For to adorne a king, and guild his crowne, 

W hole heart went hand in hand cuen with that vow, 

G 1 He 
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He made to you in marriage, and he is dead; 

Murdred, damnably murdred,this was your husband, 
Looke you now, here is your husband. 

With a face like Vulcan. 

A looke fit for a murder and a rape, 

A dull dead hanging looke, and a hell-bred eie, 

To affright children and amaze the world: 

And this fame hauc you left to change with this. 

'What Dmcll thus hath cofonedyou at hob-man bl'indc? 

A! hauc you eyes and can youlooke on him 
That flew my father, and your deere husband. 

To hue in the inccfluous pleafureof his bed? 

Qtteene O Hamlet, fpeake no more. 

Ham. Toleaue him that bare a Monarkes mindc, 

For a king of dowts, of very (breads. 

Queene Sweete Hamlet ceafe. 

Ham. Nay but flail to perfifl and dwell in finne, 

T o fweate vnder the yoke of inf amie, 

T o make incrcafe of lhame, to (cale damnation. 

Quecnc Hamlet, no more. 

Ham. Why appetite with you is in thewaine, 

Your blood riinncs backeward now from whence it came, 
Whole chide hote blood within a Virgins heart. 

When lufl fhall dwell within a matrons breafti 
Qucene Hamlet, thou cleaucs my heart in twaine. 

Ham. O throw away the worfer part of it,aridkeepe the 
better. 

Enter the ghosl in hie night govne. 

Saueme.faue me, you gratious 
Powers aboue ,and houerouermee, 

With your celcftiall wings. 

Doe you not come your tardy (onne to chide, 

That I thus long haue let reuengc flippe by? 

O do not glare with lookes fo pittifull.' 

Lelt that my heart offtone yeclde to compaffion, 
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And cuery part that (hould a dill reuengc, 

Forgoe their proper powers, and fall to pi tty. 

Ghojl Hamlet, I once againe appear c to thee. 

To put thee in remembrance of my death: 

Doc not negleft, nor long time put it off. 

But I percciuc by thy diflrafted lookes, ’ uzr 

Thy mother’s fearer ull, and Are ftands amazdc: 

Speake to her Hamlet, for her fex is weake. 

Comfort thy mother, Hamlet, thinkeon me. 

Ham. How i’ft with you Lady? 
ghtecnc Nay, how i’ft with you 
That thus you bend your eyes on vacancie, 

And holde difeourfe with nothing but with ayre? 

Ham. Why doe you nothing heart? 

Qttcene Not I. 

Ham. Nor doe you nothing fee?- 
jQueene ; No neither. (habiffi 

Ham. No, why fee the king my father, my father, in the 
As he liued, looke" you how pale he lookes, 

$ce how he ftealcs away out of the Portall, 

Looke, there he goes. exitsboft. 

Quetne Alas, it is the weakeneffe of thy braine. 

Which makes thy tongue to blazon thy hearts griefc: 

But as I haue a (oule,I fwcarc by heauen, 

1 neucr knew of this mod horride murder: 

But Hamlet, this is onely fantafic. 

And for my loue forget thcle idle fits. 

Ham. Idle, no mother, my pulfe doth beate like yours, 

It is not madneffc that poffefleth Hamlet. 

O mother, if euer you did my deare father loue, 

Forbearethe adulterous bed to night. 

And win your felfe by little as you may. 

In time it may be you wil lo the him quite: 

And mother, but aflift mee in reuenge. 

And in his death your infamy (hall die. 
gwent Hamlet, I vow by that maiefty, 
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That knowcs our thoughts, and lookes into our hearts, 

I will conceale,confent,and doe my beft. 

What ftratagem foe’re thou (halt dcuife. 

Ham. It is enough, mother good night: 

Come fir, l ie prouide for you a graue, 

Who was in life a foolilb prating knaue. 

Exit Hamlet with the dead body. 

Enter the King and Lordes. 

King Now Gcrtred, what faycs our fonne,how doe you 
finde him? 

Queene Alas my lord, as raging as tho fea: 

Whenas he came, I firft befpakehim faire, 

But then he tiirowcs and tofles me about, 

As one forgetting that I was his mother: 

At laft I call'd for help : and as I ct\ed£orambis 
Call’d, which Hamlet no fboner heard, but whips me 
Out his rapier, and cries, a Rat, a Rat, and in his rage 
The good olde man he killes. 

King Why this his madnefte will vndoe our Rate. 
Lordes goe to him, inquire the body out. 

Gil. We will my Lord. Exeunt Lordes. 

King Gcrtred, your fonne (ball prcfently to England, 
His (hipping is already furnilhcd, 

Andwehaue Cent by Rofencrafi and Gilder Clone, 

Our letters to our dcare brother of England, 

For Hamlets welfare and his happinefle: 

Happly the aire and climate ofthe Country 
May pleafe him better than his natiue home: 

See where he comes. 

Enter Hamlet and the Lordes.. 

Gil. My lord, we can by no mcanes 
Know of him where the body is. 

King Now fonne Hamlet, where is this dead body? 

Ham. At fupper, not where he is eating,but 
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Where he is eaten, a certain? company of poliricke wormes 
are cuennowathim. 

Father,yourfatte Kmg,and your lcane Beggar 
Arc but variable feruices, two difhes to one mefle: 
Lookeyou, a man may fi(b with that worme 
That hath eaten ofa King, 

And a Beggar cate that fi(h, 

Which that worme hath caught. 

King What of this? 

Ham. .Nothing father, but to tell you, how a King 
May go a progreffe through the guttes ofa Beggar. 

King But fonne Hamlet , where is this body? 

Ham. In heau in, if you chance to miflc him there. 

Father, you had beft looke in the other partes below 
For him, aud if you cannot finde him there, 

You may chance to nofe him as you go vp the lobby. 

King Make haftc and finde him out. 

Ham. Nay doeyou heare? donot makefoo much haftc, 
Lie warrant you hee’le flay till you come. 

King Well fonne Hamlet, we in care ofyouibut fpecially 
in tender preferuation of your heakh, 

The which we price euen as our proper lclfe. 

It is our minde you forthwith goe for England , 

The winde fits faire, you (hall aboordc to night. 

Lord Koffencraft and Gilder slone (ball goe along with you. 
Ham. O with all my heart sfarewel mother. 

King Your louing father, Hamlet. 

Ham. My mother I fay : you married my mother. 

My mother is your wife, man and wife is one flefb. 

And fo(my mother)farewcl:for England hoc. 
exeunt all but the king , 
king Gcrtred, ieaueme. 

And take your lcaue of Hamlet , 

T o England is he gone, ne’re to returner 
Our Letters are vnto the King of England, 

That on the fight of them, on his allegcance, 
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He prefcntly without demaunding why, 

That Hamlet loofc his head, for he muft die. 

There’s more in him than (hallow eyes can fees 
He once being dead, why then our (late is free. exit. 

Enter Fertenbrajfe, Dr femme and SouleCters. 

Tort. Captainc, from vs goe greete 
The king of Denmarkcs 
T ell him that Fortenbraffe nephew to old Norway 
Craues a free pa(Te and conduit ouer his land. 

According to the Articles agreed on: 

You know our Randcvous, goe march away, exeunt alt. 

enter King and fueene. 

King Hamlet it fliip’t for England,fare him well, 

I hope to hcare good newes from thence ere long, 

If eucry thing fan out to our content, 

As 1 doe make no doubt but (o it (hall. 

flueene God grant it raay,hcau'ns keep my Hamlet faftK 
But this mifchanceofolde Cor ambit death. 

Hath pierfed fo theyong Ofeltaes heart, 

That (he, poore maide, is -quite bereft her wittes. 

King Alas deere heart! And on the other fide. 

We vnderftand her brother’s come from France , 

And he hath halfe the heart of all our Land, 

And hardly hee’Ie forget his fathers death, 

Vnlefle by fome meancs he be pacified. 
flu. O fee where the yong Ofelta is! 

Enter Ofelia flaying on a Lute, and her h/yre 

downe Jinging. 

Ofelia How (hould I your true Iouc know 
From another man? 

By his cockle hatte, and his ftaffc, 
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Andhis fandall (hoone. 

White his (hrowde as mountainc fnowe. 

Larded with fwcctc flowers, 

That bewept to the graue did not goe 
With trueloucrs (howers: 

He is dead and gone Lady, he is dead and gone, 

At his head a grade greene turffe, 

At his heeles a ftone. 
king How i’ft with you fweet cOfelia? 

Ofelia W ell God yeeld you, 

It grieucs me to fee how they laid him in the cold ground, 
I could not chufc but wcepc: 

And will he not come, againe? 

And will h'e not come againe? 

No,no,hec’s gone, and we call: away mone, 

And he neuer will come againe. 

His beard as white as fnowe: 

AH flaxen was his pole, # 

He is dead, he is gone, 

Andwecaftawaymoane: ^ ^ „ 

God a mercy on his foule. 

And of all chriften foulcs I pray God. 

God be with you Ladies, God be with you. exit Ofelia. 

king A pretty wretch! this is a change indeede: 

O Time, how fwiftly runnes our ioyes away? 

Content on earth was neuer ccrtaine bred. 

To day we laugh and liue, to morrow dead. 

How now, what noyfe is that? 

noyfe within. enter Lear tel. 

Lear. Stay thercvntill I come, 

O thou vilde king,giue me my father: 

Speake, fay, where’s my father? 

king Dead. , 

/ Lear. Who bath murdred hira?fpeake,i Ic not 
Be juggled with, for he is murdred. 

Qneette Truc,butnotbyhim. 
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Lear. By whome, by heau’n I’le be refolued. 

king Let him goe Gertred, away, I feare him not, 

There ’sfiich diuinitie doth wall a king, 

That treafon dares not lookeon. 

Let him goe gertred, that you r father is murdred, 

T’is true, and we mod fory for it, 

Being the chiefcft pillcr of our ftatc: 

Therefore will you like a mod defperate gamfter, 

Swoop- ftake-hke, draw at friend, and foe, and all? 

Lear. T o his good friends thus wide 1’le ope mine arms, 
And locke them in my hart,but to his foes, 

I will no reconcilement but by bloud. 

king W hy now you fpeake like a mod louing (onne: 

A nd that in fbule we forrow for for his death, 

Your fclfe ere long fhall be a witnefle, 

Meane while be patient, and content your felfe. 

Enter Ofelia as before. 

Lear. Who’s x\ns, Ofelia? O my deere lifter' 

I’ft pofiible a yong maides life, 

Should be as mortall as an olde map sfawe? 

O heau’ns themfelues! how now Ofeha? 

Ofel. Wcl God a mercy, I a bin gathering offlouresj 
Here, here is rew for you, 

Y ou may call it hearb a grace a Sundayes, 

Heere’s fome for me too : you muft wcare your rew 
With a difference, there’s a dazic. 

Here Lone, there’s rofemary for you 
For remembrance : I pray Loue remember, 

And there’s panfeyfor thoughts. 

Lear. A document in madnes, thoughts, remembrancer 
O God,0 God! 

Ofeha Thereisfennellforyou,I would a giu’n you 
Some violets, but they all withered, when 
My father died : alas, they fay thcovvle was 
A Bakers daughter, wc fee what we are, 

But can net tell what we fhall be. 

For 
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For bonny fwcete Robin is all my ioy. 

Lear. Thoughts & affliftions, torments worfe than hell. 
Ofel. Nay Louc,I pray you make no words of this now; 
I pray now, you fhall fing a downe. 

And you a downe a, t’is a the Kings daughter 
And the falfc ftcward.and if any body 
Aske you of any thing, fay you this. 

/T o morrow is faint V alcntines day, 

All in the morning betime, 

And a maide at your window, 

To be your V alentine: 

.The yong man rote, and dan’d his clothes, 

And dupt the chamber doorc, 

Let in the maide, that out a maide 
Ncuer departed more. 

Nay I pray marke now. 

By gifle,and by faint Charitie, 

Away, and fie for firame: 

Yong men will doo’t when they come too n 
By cocke they arc too blame. 

Quoth fhc, before you tumbled me. 

You promifed me to wed. 

So would I a done, by yonder Sunnc, 

If thou hadft not come to my bed. 

So God be with you all, God bwy Ladies. 

God bwy you Loue. exit Ofelia. 

Lear. Griefe vpon griefc, my father murdered. 

My filler thus diftrafted: 

Curfcd be his foule that wrought this wicked aft. 

king Content you good Leartcs for a time. 

Although I know your griefe is as a flou d, 

Brimme full of forrow, bat forbeare a while. 

And thinkc already the reuengc is done 
On him that makes you fuch a hapleffc fonne. 

Lear. Y ou baue preuail’d my Lord, a while I’le ftriue, 

X o bury griefe within a tombe of wrath, 
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Which once vnhearfed, then the world fhall heare 
Learteshad afatherheheld deere. 

king No more of that, ere many dayes be done, 

You lirall heare that you do not dreame vpon. exeunt om. 

Enter Horatio and theQuceuc. 

Hor. Madame, your fonne is fafe arriv’dc in Benmarke , 
This letter 1 euen now receiv’d of him, 

W hereas he writes how he efcap’t the danger, 

And fubtle treafon that the king had plotted. 

Being crolTed by the contention of the windes, 

He found the Packet fent to the king of England) 

Wherein he faw himfelfe betray’d to death, 

As at hts next conuerfion with your grace. 

He will relate the circumftance at full. 

fhteene T hen I perceiue there’s treafon in his lookes 
That feem’d to fugar ore his villanic: 

But I will foothe and pleafe him for a time. 

For murderous n indcs are alwayes jealous, 

But know not you EJoratio where he is? 

Hor. Y es Madame, and he hath appovnted me 
To m:ete him on the eaft fide of the Cittic 
T o morrow morning. 

Queene O fade not, good Horatio, andwithall, com- 
A mot hers care to him, bid him a while (mend me 

Be wary of his prefence, left that he 
Fade in that he goes abou t. 

Hor . Madam, neuer make doubt of that: 

I thinke by this the news be comero court: 

F3 e is arriv’de, cbferue the king, and you fhall 
Quick cly fin de, Hamlet being here, 

Things fell not to his minde. . 

Qxeene But whatbecameof(j//derf7eKeand Rojfencraft j 
for. He being fetafhore, they went for England, 

And in the Packet there writ down that doome 
T o be perform’d on them poynted for him: 

And by great chance he had his fathers Seale, 
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So all was done without difeouerie. 

Queene Thankesbe to heauen for bleffingofthe prince, 
Horatio once againe I take my leatie, 

\Vith thowfand mothers blcffings to my fonne. 

Hor at. Madam adue. 

Enter King and Leartes. x 

King. Hamlet from England! is it pofTible? 

What chance is this? they are gone, and he come home. 

Lear. O he is welcome, by my foule he is: 

At itmyiocund heart doth leape for ioy, 

That 1 fhall liue to tell him, thus he dies. 

king Leartes, content your felfe,be rulde by me, 

And you fhall haueno let for your reuenge. 

Lear. My will, not all the world. 

King Nay but Leartes,marke the plot I hauelayde, 

I haue heard him often with a greedy wifli, 

Vpon fome praife that he hath heard of you 
T ouching y our weapon, which with all his heart. 

He might be once tasked for to try your cunning. 

Lea . And how for this? 

King M ary Leartes thu s : Fie lay a wager, 

Shalbc en Hamlets fide, and you fhall giue the oddes. 

The which will draw him with a more defirc, 

To try the maiftry, that in twelue venies 

You gaine not three of him : now this being granted. 

When you are hot in midft of all your play, 
Amongthefoylesfhalla keene rapier lie,. . 

Steeped in a mixture ofdeadly poyfbn, 

That if it drawes but the leaft dramme of blood. 

In any part of him,hecannbtliue: 

This being done will free youfrom fufpition. 

And not the deereft friend that Hamlerlov’dc 
Will euerhaue Leartes in fufpett. 

• Lear. My lord, I like it well: 

But fay lord Hamlet fhould refufe this match. 

King l’le warrant you,\vec’ie put on you 

H 3 Suet 
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Such a report of fingularitie. 

Will bring him on.akhough againft his \vifl. 

And left that all Ihould mifle, 
l ie hauc a potion that fhall ready ftand, 

In all his hcate when that he calies for dtinke, 

Shall be his period and our happincffc. 

Lear. T is excellent, O would the time were come! 
Here comes the Quecne. enter the Queene. 

kina How now Gertred,why looke you hcauily? 
guecne O my Lord, the yong Ofe/ia 
Hauing made a garland offundiy fortes of floures, 

Sitting vpon a willow by a brooke, 

The cnuious fprig broke, into the brooke Are fell. 

And for a while her clothes fpread wide abroade, 

Bore the yong Lady vp: and there (he fate finding, 

Euen Mermaide-like, twixt hcauen and earth, 

Chaunting olde fundry tunes vncapablc 

As it were of her diftreffe, but long it could not be. 

Till that her clothes, being hcauy with their drinke, 
Draggd the fweetc wretch to death. 

Lear. So,lhc is drownde: 

Too much of water haft thou Ofelia, 

Therefore I will not drowne thee in my teares, 

Reuengc it is muftyecld this heart rcleefe. 

For woe begets woe,and griefc hangs on griefc. exeunt 
enter Clowne and an other . 

downe I fay no, flic ought not to be buried 
In chriftian buriall. 

2. Why fir? 

dome Mary bccaufc fliee’s drownd. 

2, But Ihe did not drowne her fclfe. 

downe No, that’s certainc.thc water drown d her. 

2. Yea but it was againft her will. 

Clome No, I deny tbat,for looke you fir, I ftand her 
If the water come to me, I drowne not my felfe: 

But if I goe to the water, and ana there drown d, ^ 
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fry I am guiltie of my owne death: 

Y arc gone, goe y’are gone fir. 

2, I but lee, (lie hath chriftian buriall, 

Becaufe (lie is a great woman. 

downe Mary more’s the pitty, that great rolke 
Should baue moreauthoritieto hang or drowne 
Themfelues, more than other people: 

Goe fetch me a ftope of drinke, but before thou 
Goeft, tell me one thing, who buildes ftrongeft, 

Ofa Mafon, a Shipwright, or a Carpenter? 

2« Why a Mafon, for he buildes all of ftonc, 

And will indure long. 

downe That’s prety, too’t agen, too’t agen. 

2 . Why then a Carpenter,forhe buildes the gallowcs, 
And that brings many a one to his long home. 

downe Prety agen, the gallowes doth well,mary howe 
dooes it well ? the gallowcs'dooes well to them that doe ill, 
goe get thee gone: 

And if any one aske thee hereafter,fay, 

AGraue-maker,for thehoufes he buildes 

Lafttill Doomcf-day. Fetchmea ftope of bcere, goe. 



Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 

Qowne A picke-axe and a Ipadc, 

A fpadefor and a winding flicete, 

Moft fit it is, for twill be made, he thrones vp afhouet. 

For fuch a gheft moft mecte. 

Ham. Hath this fellow any feeling ofhimfelfe, 

That is thus merry in making of a graue? 

See how the flaue joles their heads againft the earth. 

Hor. My lord, Cuftome hath madeit in him feeme no- 
Clowne A pick-axe and a fpade,a (padc, (thing. 

For and a winding fheete, 

Moft fit it is for to be made, 

For fuch a gheft moft meet. x 
Ham. Looke you, there’s another Horatio. 
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Why mai’t not be the fcull of fome Lawyer? 

Me cbinkeshc fhould indite that fellow 
Ofan aftion of Balterie.for knocking 
Him about the pate witli's (houehnow where isyour 
Quirkes and quillets now; your vouchers and 
Double vouchers, your leafes and free-holde, 

And tenements? why that fame boxe there will fcarfe 
Holde the conueiance of his land, and mull 
The honor lie there? O pittifulltransformancel 
Iprcthec tell me Horatio, 

Is parchment made of (beep- skinnes? 

Hor. 1 my Lorde,and of calues- skinnes too. 

Ham. Itaith they prooue themfelues Ihecpe and Calues 
That deale with them, or put their truft in the»i. 

There's another, Why may not that be fuch a ones 
Scull, that pr aifed my Lord fuch a ones hoi ft, 

When he meant to beg him? Horatio , I prethce 

Lets queftion yonder fellow. 

How my friend, whofe gratae is this? 

Clowne Mine fir. 

Ham. But who muft lie in it? ,, 1 

riorone If I fhould fay, I thould.I (houldlie m ffljr throat 
Ham. What man muft bebuned here? 
flowne Ho man fir, . k - 

Ham. What woman? 

pnhfti Ho woman neither fir, butindeede 
One that was a woman. 

Ham. An excellent fellow by theLord Horatio, 

T his feauen yearesbaue I noted it : the toe of the peiant, 
Comes fo necre the hecle of the courtier, 

Ttat hee-gawles his kibe, I prethce tell nnee one : thm , 

How long will a man he in the ground before hce rots. 

' Clown* 1 faith fir, if hee be not rotten before 
He be laide in, as we haue many pocky corles, 

He will lad you, eight yeares, a tanner 
Will laft you eight yeares full out, or nine. 
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Ham. And why a tanner? 

Clown* Why bis hide is fo tanned with his trade. 

That it will holde ou t water, that’s a parlous 
Pcuourer of your dead body, a great foakcr. 

Lookeyou, heres a fcull hath bin here this dozen yearc, 

Let me fee, I eucr fincc our laft king HaMet 
Slew Fortenbraf* incombat,yong Hamlets father, 

Hce that’s mad. 

Ham. Iraary,howcamehemadde? 

flown* Ifaith very ftrangely, by loofing of his Wittes. 

H^-Vpon what ground? 

flowne A this ground, in ‘Denmark*. 

Ham. Where is he now? 

Clown* Why now they fent him to England. 

Ham. To England! wherefore? 

Clown* Why they fay hefhall haue his wittes there, 
Orifhchaue not,t’is no great matterthere, 

It will not be feene there. 

Ham. Why not there? 

C/m Why there they fay the men are as mad as he. 

Ham. Whofe fcull was this? 

Clown* This, a plague on him, a madde rogues it was, 
He powred once a whole flagon of Rhenifh of my head, 
Why do not you know him? this was one Torickes fcull. 

Ham. W as this?I prethce let me fee it,alas poore Torick* 
1 knew him Horatio, 

A fellow of infinite mirth, he hath caried mee twenty times 
vpon his backc, here hung thofe lippes that! haue Kiffed a 
hundred times, and to fee, now they abhorre me : Whcrcs 
your iefts now Torick* ■ your flalhes of meriment * now go 
to my Ladies chamber, and bid her paint herfclfeaninch 
thicke, to this fhc muft come Torick*. Horatio , Iprethec 
tell me one thing, dooft thou thinke that Alexander looked 
thus? 

Hor. Euenfomy Lord. 

Ham. And (melt thus? 

I Hor . 



T he T rttgedie of Hamlet 
Her. Imylord,nootherwife. 

Ham. No, why might not imagination workc, as thus of 
Alexander, Alexander died, Alexander was buried, Alexander 
became earth, ofcarth we make clay, and Alexander beiaz 
but clay, why might not time bring to paffe,that he mieht 
ftoppe the boung hole ofa beerc baircll? & 

Imperious Cafar dead and tumd to clay. 

Might ftoppe a hole, to keepe the winds away. 

Enter King and gueene , Leartes,and other lordes, 
with aTriett after the coffin. 

Ham. What funerall s this that all the Court laments* 1 
It (hews to be fomc noble parentage: 

Stand by a while. ° 

Lear. What ceremony elfe? fay, what ceremony elfci 
’Prieft My Lord, we haue done all that lies in vs. 

And more than well the church can tolerate, 

She hath had a Dirge fungfor her maiden foule: 

And but for fauour of the king, and you, 

She had becnc buried in the open fieldes, 

Where now (hers allowed chriftian buriall. 

Lear. So, I tell thecchurlifti Pried, a miniftring Angell 
fliall my fitter be, when thou lieft howling. 

Ham. Thcfairc Ofeha dcad\ 
gmeene Swcetes to the fwcete, farewell: 

I had thought to adornc thy bridale bed,faire raaide. 

And not to follow thee vnto thy grauc. 

Lear. Forbeare the earth a whileififter farewell: 
l, cartes leapes into the grane. 

Now powreyour earth on, Oljmptu hie, 

And make a hill to ore top oldc c Pellom Hamlet leapet 
Whats he that coniures fo? in after Learies 

Ham. Beholdc tis I, Hamlet the Dane. 

Lear. The diucll take thy foule. 

Ham. O thou praieft not well, 

I prethcc take thy hand from off ray throats, 

For there is dbmetbing in me dangerous, 

° Which 



frmcc of Denmark. v , 

Which let thy wifedome fcarc, holde off thy hand: 

1 lou’de Ofelta as deere as twenty brothers could: 

Shew me what thou wilt doe for her: ■ - 

Wilt fight, wilt faft. wilt pray, 

Wiltdrinke vp yefle l5,eate a crocadfe? He cloot: 

Coin’d thou hereVo vvlmie? 

And where thou talk’ ft of burying thee a lie- e, 

Here let vs ftand : and let them throw on vs. 

Whole hills of earth, till with the heighththcrof, 

MakcOofcllasa Wart. . , " 

Kmg. Forbeare Leartes, now is hee mad, as is the tea, 

Anone as milde and gentle as a Doue: 

Therfore a while giue his wilde humour fcope. 

Ham. W hat is the reafon fir that you wrong mec thus* 

I neuer gaue you caufe : but ttand away, 

A Cat will mcaw, a Dog will haue a day. 

Sxtt Hamlet and Horatio, 
cgueene. Alas, it is his madnes makes him thus. 

And not his heart, Leartes. 

King. My lord, t’is fo : but wee’le no longer trifle, 

This very day fliall Hamlet drinke his laft. 

For prefently we mcane to fend to him, 

Therfore Leartes be in readynes. 

Lear. My lord, till then my foule will not bee quiet. 

King. Come (jertred, wee’l haue Leartes , and our forme, 

Made friends and Loucrs, as befittes them both, 

Euen as they tender vs, and loue their countrie. 

gueene God grant they may. exeunt omnes. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio 
Ham. beleeue mee, U grecues mee much Horatio, 

That to Leartes I forgot my felfe : 

For by my felfe me thinkes I fcele his griefc, 

Though there’ s a difference in each others wrong. 

Enter a'Bragart gentleman. 

Horatiofcut raarke yon w^tcr-flie, 

The Court knowes huo,buthiee knowes not the Court. 

Ia Gem 



The Tragedy ef Hamlet 

C cut. Now God fauc thee,fweete prince Hamlet. 

Hum. And you fir:foh, how the muske-cod finds; 

Gen. 1 come with an embaflage from his maiefty to you 

Ham. I (hall fir giue you attention: 

By my troth me thinkes t’is very colde. 

Gent. It is indccde very rawifh colde. 

Ham. T’is hot me thinkes. 

Gent. Vcryfwoltcry hote: 

The King, fwectc Prince, hath layd a wager on your fide, 
Six Barbary horfe,againft fix french rapiers. 

With all their acoutrcmentstop,a the carriages: 

In good faith they are very curioufly wrought. 

Ham. The cariagcs fir, I do not know what you roeane. 

$ent. The girdles, and hangers fir, andfuch like. 

Ham. The wordc had beenc more cofin german to the 
phrafe, ifhe could haue carried the canon by his fide. 

And howe’s the wager? I vndcrftand you now. 

Gent. Mary fir, that yong Lcartes in tweluc venies 
At Rapier and Dagger do not get three oddes of you. 

And on your fide the King hath laide, 

And dcfircs you to be in readtnefle. 

Ham. V cry well, if the King dare venture his wager, 

I dare venture my skull: when muft this be? 

Gent. My Lord, prefeutly.the king, and her maiefty, 
With the reft of the beft iudgement in the Court, 

Are commingdownc into the outward pallacc. 

Ham. Goe tel! his maieftie, 1 wil attend him. 

gent. I Hr all deliuer your mo ft fweet anfvver. exit. 

Ham. You may fir, none better/or y are ipiccd, 

Elfe he had a bad nofe could not fmell a foole. 

Her. He will difclofc himfelfc without inquirie. 

Ham. Belceue me Horatio , my hart is on the fodaine 
Very lore, all hereabout. 

/ Hor. My lord/orbeare the challenge i hen. 

Ham. No Horatio, not I, lfjdanger be now, 

Why then it is not to coine,theies a predeftiuate prouidence 



Prince of. Denmark. 

in the fall ofafparrow : heere comes the King.' 

Enter King,^neene, Leartes, Lorctes. 

King Now fonne Hamlet , we hane laid vpon your head, 
And make no queftion but to haue the beft. 

Ham. Y our maieftie hath laide a the weaker fide. 

King We doubt it not, deliuer them the foilcs. 

Ham. Firft Leartes, hecre’s my hand and loue, 
Protcftingthat I neuer wrongd Lcartes. 
ijf Hamlet in his madnefle did amide. 

That was not Hamlet, but his madnes did it. 

And all the wrong I c re did to Leartes, 

I here proclairoe was madnes, therefore lets be at peace, 

And thinke I haue (hot mine arrow o re the houfe, 

And hurt my brother. 

Lear. Sir I am fatisfied in nature. 

But in termes of honor lie ftand aloofc. 

And Will no reconcilement. 

Till by fome elder maifters of our time 
I may be fatisfied. 

King Giue them the foyles. 

Ham. lie be your foyle Leartes , theft foyles, 
Haueallalaught,comconfir: a hit. 

Lear. No none. Heere they flay: 

Ham. Iudgement. 

Gent. A hit, a moft palpable hit. 

Lear. Well, come againe. They play againe. 

Ham. Another. Iudgement. 

Lear. I, I grant, atuch,atucb. 

King Here Hamlet, the king doth drinke a health to thee 

jQueene Here Hamlet, take my napkin, wipe thy face. 

King Giue him the wine. 

Haris. Set it by. He haue another bowt firft. 

He drinke anone. 

gneene Here Hamlet, thy mother drinkes to thee. 

Shee drinkes. n 

King Do not drinke Centred ; O t’is the poyibcd cur ’ 

I 3 Ham , 



thi'tngtdlc opJmfct 

Ham. Leartes come, you dally with me, 

I pray you paflc with your mod cunningft play, 

Lear, l! (ay you fo? haue at you, 
lie hit you now my Lord: 

And yet it goes alraoft againft my confidence. 

Bam. Come on fir. 

<j key catch one another s Rapiers, and both are wounded, 
Leartes falles downe, the gueencfalles downe anddtes. 

Kino Looke to the Qucene. 

Qucene O the drinkc, the drinkc, Hrtw/ef, the dunke. 
Bam. T reafon.ho, kcepe the gates. 

Lords How ift my Lord Leartes ? 

Lear. Euen as a coxcombe (hould, 

Foolilhly flainc with my owne weapon: 

Hamlet, thou haft not in thee halfc an house or lire, 

The fatall Inftrument is in thy hand. 

Vnbated and invenomed: thy mother s poylntd 
That drinke was made for thee. 

Ham. The poyfncd Inftrument within my hand. 
Then venome to thy venome, die damn’d \i\hnc: 

Come drinkc, here lies thy vmon here- Thek}ngd> . 

L'tir. O heisiuffly ferued: 

M before 1 die, here ckc my hand, ^ 

Hor. No, I am more an anrike Roman, 

Then aDane.hcre is Come poifon left. 

Ham. Vponmylouelchargedheeletitgo , 

O fie and if thou fliouldlt die, 

What a feandale wouldft thou leauebehinde. 
Wteron^fhouldrelUheftOT.^^. 
Ifnotfrom thee! O my fcert takes 
(Cl me eyes h,ue loll their fi*bl,n.y “X <*«• 

jarcwel ff«r«o»,heiuen rccetuemy foule. 



Trlnceof Dowtarkc. 

gnter Vo/temar and the Ambaffadors from England, 
enter Fort enbrafle with his traine. 

Tort. Where is this bloudy fight? 

Bor. Ifaught of woe or wonder you’ld behold. 

Then looke vpon this tragickc fpeftacle. 

Fort. O imperious death! how many Princes 
Haft thou at one draft bloudily (hot to death? (land, 

Ambaf Our ambaftic that we hauc brought from Eng- 
Where be thefe Princes that (hould hearc vs (peakc? 

O mod moft vnlookcd for time! vnhappy country. 

Hor. Content your felues, lie (hew to all, the ground. 

The firft beginning of this Tragedy : 

Let there afcaffold be retfdevp in the marketplace. 

And let the State of the world be there: 

Where you (hall heare fuch a fad (lory tolde/* 

That neucr mortall man could more vnfbldc. 

■ Jort. I haue fome rights of memory to this kingdom*, s 
Which now to clairnc my lcifurc doth inuitc mee: 

Let foure of our chiefeft Captaincs 
Beare Hamlet like a (ouldier to bis grauci 
For he was likely ,had he liued, 

T o a prou’d moft royall. 

Take vp the bodie, (uch a fight as this 
Becomes the ficldcs, but here doth much amid* 
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